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This work having been written several years ago, 
as the date attached to the Preface states, it is hoped 
that the Reader will bear this fact in mind, as well 
as the circumstance of its having been printed abroad, 
and accept them as an excuse for many blemished 
which must strike an English eye. The matter of 
these Volumes is not, perhaps, subject to the subtle 
action of time, like that of Productions which merely 
mirror the passing day, over whose fragile and ever- 
varying surface, the breath of the mighty Spirit of 
Change passes rapidly and fitfully, to enter deeply and 
lastingly into some capacious soul, capable of sending 
it forth again more ethereal, and less mixed with 
the foreign elements of the passing moment, the 
true breath of a higher spiritual life to coming gene- 
rations ; yet the course of years must necessarily 
modify many things, as well in the outward world 
OS in our own bosoms : and the Reader will remem- 
ber the period at which these " Attempts " were 



u 



written. This is not intended to avert Criticism ; 
but as all things are relative, no Criticism can be just 
which does not keep this fact in view. The Author's 
intention, originally, wtis to have brought out these 
'' Attempts' when written^ but circumstances, which 
have no respect for man's '' foregone conclusions," 
and which it would little interest the Reader to 
learn, have prevented him from submitting them to 
the judgment of the British Public until his returti 
to the Land of his Fathers. 

London, February 20, 1899. 
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ON WELLDOING. 



i.Wi 



hen thou hast done a Gooddeed do not show 
It with thy Finger, neither let it be 
Profaned : else it will come back unto thee 
Like to a handled Flower , where the Glow 
Of Hue , and Sweetness of the Perfume no 
More dwell: upon God's Altar, with all the 
First Freshness on it, place it , and then he 
Will make its Perfume everlasting, so 
Twill be a Joy for aye: there are but two 
To whom it matters that thy Deeds be known: 
G^d and thyself: and if to these alone 
They be so, then rejoice thereat , for you 
Thus know them to be Gooddeeds, in the true 
And sublime Sense— true, like thy Father's own! 



2. And he will recompense thee fiUfy': by 
Thy Feelings — he will make these godlike—- yea. 
Thou shalt feel even as God himself may! 
And how can he reward thee, save thro' thy 
Own Feelings? can the Godlike palpably 
Make itself known in any other Way? 
And if thou Jeer St not thjrself godlike , pray 
Can it pass into thee by Ear or Eye? 
Then fear not — if thou aught Godlike hast done. 
Thou canst not mist of one Reward, the best'^ 

Thy Peelings — in which each has a sure Test. 

For where these are not Godlike y?rj| , there none 
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Can do aught Godlike — where they are so, rest 
Assured that each a /ii/^ Reward has won : 
There is none else for him beneath the Sun. 
Nay, could he with another, then what he 
Has done would be no more Godlike: thus the 
Mere Doing Good its own Reward implies. 
For we must feel Godlike to do it! — so. 
So surely, unto Virtue the allwise 
Creator joins its Recompense below I 



3. Then do thou Good like to thy Father up 
Tn Heaven! so, so stilly, modestly. 
That what thy Righthand does thine upraised. Eye 
Behold not! so, that when thou hold'st the Cup 
To the poor Beggar, thou feel'st not that ify-. 
But God's, Hand gives it: and then verily 
Tf thou feel'st thus, 'twill be no longer thine: 
'Twill be thy Father's, holding the divine 
And brimming cup of Love, as well to thee 
As to that Beggar: and the Draught shall be 
A Foretaste of that Heaven which is nigh , 
So nigh! as is the Tear unto thine Eye, 
The godlike Feeling to thine Heart ! do as 
Thy Father then , who lets us work the Good 
And Godlike as if of ourselves it was. 
And not of Him! who asks for nothing: no 
Not e'en the Thanks which all Things to Him owe: 
E'en for the Good himself does in !««:-— thus 
In doing Good he with the godlike Thought 
Of doing it is paid , nor seeks for aught 
Beyond: and if he were not this Way by 
himself repaid, how could he worthily 
Or by whom be rewarded—? it is this 
That makes him God, and sums up all his Bliss! 
Ml Joy he feels, all Good done doth he do, 



MISCSLLANIOUS PIECES . ' 

And yet a measureleasly greater too ! 

His owrii which makes him what he only is! 

POWER OF I1IAA1HATI0N, 

1 . Does not the Fancy fondly fain 

'Twixt Spirits bound by Faith and Love , 
A magic and electric Chain 

By which two Hearts one Impulse prove ? 

2. Yes, and to Hearts that love indeed 

No idle Tale sweet Fancy tells, 
Such Power is true Love's holy Meed, 
For Faith can still work Miracles . 

3. Let not the dull, cold Sons of Earth, 

Deride the Mysteries of Love, 
They must be bom to a new Birth , 

Ere such base Hearts this Truth can prove, 

4. For Truth speaks but to willing Ears, 

To such as listen holily. 
She has no Voice for Man^s dull Sneers , 
But leaves him in his Pride to die . 

5. Tis on Imagination's Wings 

The Soul can traverse Time and Space , 
Away all Dust of Earth it flings , 
That severed Hearts may thus embrace. 

6. Praise be to God for this high Power, 

This Balm against the Ills of Life, 
By which e'en Absence' bitter Hour, 
Some Honey to the Hive may give. 

7. And sweeter too than that we gain , 

From Flowers which in no sharp Thorns lie, 
For Bliss thus won from sinless Pain 
Is doubly dear to Memory. 

8. When in far foreign Lands I roam , 

And Strangerfaces coldly stare. 
On Fancy 's wings I hie me Home, 
And pass an Hour of Rapture there. 
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9. I close my Eyes— the Present's gone, 

And thro' mj stirred Heart's inmost Core 
There sweeps a sweet and thrilling Tone 
Of Wellcome Voices , heard of Yore . 

10. Once more upon my Threshold dear 

I stand, in throbbing Joy elate: 
And half in Hope and half in Fear, 
I lift the Latch, yet hesitate . 
i 1 . For from that loved and hallowed Spot 
I ye parted many a long, long Year, 
And some may be— oh God! be what?— 
Away dark Thought: thou art Despair! 

1 2. One moment, and they're gathered all 

Around me with their Looks of Joy, 
And my full Heart doth rise and fail. 
As tho' its Bliss were Agony. 

1 3. From many a wistful Eye is cast 

Those wholeheart Thoughts that cannot speak: 
For much is changed since they met last. 
And Care sits on the onceiair Cheek. 

14. Fancy, thou stirr'st too potently 

Mine earthlier Part , deceiving Elf: 
The starting Tear and heaving Sigh 
Call me from thee to my sole Self. 
1 5. 1 have no Home , save when past Times 
Steal o'er me with their Visions dear: 
And of remembered Joys the Chimes 
Come ringing back in Fancy's Ear. 
16. 1 have no Home! oh Time! oh Time! 

Why hast thou robbed me of my Home? 
Thrust me from that fair Edenclime , 
Like Adam , thro' the World to roam? 
17. My Mother's Voice I hear no more. 

And could it speak to soothe my Grief, 
Alas! it has no longer Power; 

It would but ^ound, not bring Relief. 
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fS. I liave a Comer io my Heart 

Where the old Feelings still live on , 
But lost, beyond all human Art, 

The World of Beauty, that is|;ont J 
1 9. Oh Metber! thou canst no more kiss 
My Lips, and irith thy Angeltouck 
Male me an Angel too of Bliss, 

If not in Form , in Heart still such . 
29. Once more t>n Earthy my sweet Dream 's flown , 
But Faith has Ktill a Remedy, 
She loves with her own Wreath to crown 
Grief's pale Brow, sufiering patiently. 
2^ . With bended knee and upraised Eye, 
My Sorrows «H tober are given. 
And, like a Seraph, from the Sky 

HopeJrops and liiitsmy Thoughts to Heaven, 
22. Thus in 'the Agony of Parting 

From those we love on Earth the best, 
l»el 's think upon the Bliss of meeting , 

Where severed Hearts at length have Rest . 

-OV PLBAsmUBSBKNie^ 

1 . The Fool of Fools is he who in the Chace 
Of Pleasure sweats and slaves: who toils from Day 
To Day , and vainly , 'till bis bead grows ^ray , 
And be sinks down exhausted by tbe Race, 
Which Mind and Body should but serve to brace > 
For what already each Step of-tbe Way 
Was in bis Reach , would he but think so : say 
How shall we tben hold fast in our Embrace 
Tbe everfleeting Fonn of Pleasure— to 
He easj^Uased makes Pleasure everywhere : 
But to be so , we must first set a true 
Value on Things, know what they really are. 
Our Disappointments spring from our undue 
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Hlsteem of fancied Goods, which sought with Care 
Do uot repay the Search : nay, often too 
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2. The Search anfits us for Enioyment, by 
Its feverish liOnging and Anxiety. 
Make tkjrself eatjr firtt to please y then thou 
Wilt not wait long for what thou seekest now 
With so much Toil : be pleased with all Things, e'en 
With merest TriEes, for if thou art so. 
What matters it then what the Caase has been ? 
It is no Trifle unto thee, altho* 
To others : 'tis the grand Mistake to throw 
Small Things away ; the Fool therein can find 
No Good, for there is none in hi$ own Mind. 
But thou art wiser, and thou know'st that all 
Is good— that, grandly viewed, no Thing is small! 

PBAYBR . 

As to my Father oft do I pray un- 
To God , and ever does he answer me : 
The Prayer is its best Answer, it is the 
Fullfillment of Us ownself, 'twould be none 
Jf otherwise! and even when that one 
Good which we ask at His Hands may not be 
Accorded us, yet something better He 
Gives for it, so godlike he gives alone! 
The greatest Blessing is to hold none for 
The greatest, but to labour to possess 
God only, in all Things to do his Law. 
Now this chief Good in his Ungrudgingness 
He gives to all alike, for Eye ne'er saw 
Nor Heart e'er felt the Godlike except thro' 
And by Him , thus possessed by all, who do 
Feel that, in his sublime Unchangeal^leness! 
This one Good compensates us for all less- 
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£r Losses, nay! with U there are none too! 
For in Him we have still our dear Ones, who 
Relive to us by this one Blessedness ! 
Which thus is all in one, and the one true! 
Then let us merge ourselves in God and naught 
Can we be robbed of, nay , that which is taen 
From us shall be made /iiirer and again 
Thro feeling Him more godlike to us brought 
Back , and possessed enduring as our Thought! 

ON SELFISHNESS. 

If Men act selfishly towards thee do 
Not let that make thee selfish : let it be 
A Spur to further Good, that all may see 
Thus thy Disinterestedness , unto 
Still greater Sacrifices, 'till that thro' 
Constant Selfsacrifi^e it grow to thee 
None, as to God, who gives a// and so free- 
Ly, even his own Spirit! and have you 
Not still a full Reward e'en when Men pay 
Thee with IngratRude? hast thou not still 
Thy godlike Feelings, pure Heart and strong Will? 
Then do not Good alone, but go, I say , 
One, one Step further , pardon those who ill* 
Requite thee, let the Injury pass away. 
Like to a Cloud from yon' eternal Blue, 
So from thy Soul — for as that Cloud the Day, 
So ill Thoughts bar the spiritual Ray 
Of God's own Light— thus, like Him, wilt thou do 
Good for itself, and like Him pardoning too 
Thine Enemies wilt have none more , nor see 
In their Ingratitude the 111 done thee 
But that alone which to themselves is done. 
For if thou think^st thus to thee is none ! 
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TO THB POOR. 

Poor Man, lift up thy Brow, thy Wealth is great. 
Thy Heritage most kingly, tho' to thee 
Irs full Extent unknown ! T weold not be 
A Monarck in his Pomp and Pride of State 
If I might cliuse 'twixt that and thy hafd Fatd 
Look Up, look up, for art thou not as free 
To call God Father then as well as he? 
Yea I more so , and is thy Reward tho' late 
Not certain ? why into the Dust shouldst thoa 
Then look still down? thou hast like him a Brow 
Whereon God's Image is impressed as clear: 
Thou hast an Heart whose Beatings let thee know 
Thine Immortality : tho' destined here 
With Sweat to earn thy Bread yet «at less near 
To God ybr this, nay! nearer, for 'tis so 
He as the Father to thee must appear : 
Tis to the Sufferer that He doth grow 
All that He is, unutterably dear! 

KOKEYLUST* 

What first , what second, and what third ? Money I 
Still Money! grow but rich and thou shalt be 
A shining Light to all Mankind, airfree 
From every Speck and Stain quick Slander s Eye 
Detects 'neath threadbare Clothes and Poverty, 
Tho' in a blessed Saint! Oh God, that we 
From this soulsoiling Moneyleprosy, 
Base Thralls! could free ouxseKes , with Hearts to high 
And genuine Sentiments reclaimed , no more 
Slaving for that which wise Men fling away. 
As Life's chief Good! Oh! what is to be poor? 
In Wealth to wallow 'till Truth's heavenly Sway 
And high Affections lose their genial Power, 
Leaving us alluamia^ed, untempered Clay! 
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BLBSS1H6S, now BABHBD? 

Great Blessings ask a wise Forbearance, a 
Calm Selfdenial j if too soon we would 
Enjoy their Sweets , we lessen that same Good 
Which, ripening in due Season, they would lay 
Of themselves at our Feet, as in our Way 
The ripest, sweetest Apples fall— we should 
Not pluck the /*rui/treesblos8om8 in a Mood 
Of Oyerhaste , to smell and fling away 
That without which the Fruit can never be : 
'Tis but a fleeting Pleasure, for which we 
Thus sacrifice the lasting one : and oh! 
My Soul, wait God's good Time, thus surest the 
Good hoped for will be thine — and if not so! 
Yet hast thou lived so long, and dost not know 
That when God gives a Blessing to us, he 
Gives not that which we thought of always; no! 
We must deserve it first— and then , when by 
Patience we have done this, it comes, and lo! 
We reap two godlike Goods^br one alone I 
And what if of the Blessings prayed for none 
Should come to pass?- God does in Love deny; 
Yet such his Bounty that he bestows on 
Us the divinest of all which the sky 
Contains, which is all others summed in one. 
Patience! since waiting for the Blessing which 
We hoped , that very waiting makes us rich , 
And not that which we prayed for; nay it makes 
Us tenfold richer than that could : it is 
A real, a during Good^br life, but this 
Is oft dL fancied, fleeting one — then see. 
My Heart, how much God does for our sole sakcs. 
And let thy Gratitude proportioned be ; 
Do for his Sake the Good and Godlike, so 
Pure and sublime the true Godlike thou It feel aadknowl 
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Til IIS even what thou dost for Jus sake he 
Takes not to himself, hut retunu to thee! 



VABBDOH. 



There are two Kinds of Liberty, the one 
Is spiritual , that which Wisemen prize , 
Which in the narrowest Limits can comprise 
Powers to work all Good : by which alone 
The Calnilygreat and the Enduringmighty, on 
The True and the Eternal bas'd, can rise; 
Within Man's Breast its ample Empire lies, 
And on subdued Will is built its Throne! 
The other is an outward Thing , of no 
Worth when disjoined from this : the veriest Slave 
As the true Freeman its poor Boon may have : 
Tis based upon Distinctions brute and low. 
On Things allied to chance and change, which owe 
Their Worth to Fool Opinion's Breath, Dust for the Grave! 



SOLITUDE . 



Oh Solitude, divinest Solitude, 
Long at thy genial Breasts have I drawn in 
Tlie Milk of Wisdom , far from all vain Din 
Of the World fretting in its noisy Mood! 
Longnourished upon that celestial Food, 
1 feel each troubled Pulse which throbbed withfn 
My Heait grow quiet, and at length begin 
To comprehend the sublime Plenitude 
Of Charms severe that dwell in thy calm Face ; 
No Wonder that the Crowd should pass thee by , 
Since I myself but now begin to trace 
Beauties unfelt before : each latent Grace, 
Revealed alone by perfect Sympathy, 
When heavenly Things to heavenly reply! 
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A THOUGHT. 

i . How happy do I feel this blessed Day, 
Which comes forth like a Vestal robed iu White ^ 
And with a Glory on her Head of bright 
And dazzling Sunbeams— for this once I lay 
Aside Time's heavy Burthen, cast away 
My Sorrows, as a Snake his Skin, and light - 
Ly move along , with boyant Heart and Sight 
Pleased with each Leaflet trembiiug on its Spray : 
Life's joyous Spirit is awake in me, 
Fiiittcring within my Bosom like a new - 
Fledged Bird-— Oh Happiness could I but be 
Ever the same : the inward Harmony 
Thus calm and perfect, thus to Nature true. 
As tho' her mighty Hand the full, sweet Accord drew ! 

COMTaAST TO THE ABOVE. 

2. 1 know not wherefore, but e'en now, while near 
My Lips the Cup of Bliss is sparkling bright 
As Nectar, held by Hope's own Hand, my Sight 
Grows dull, and to mine Eye there starts a Tear! 
The pale Ghost of some haUTorgotten Fear 
Flits dim before my Eyes, and to affright 
The visionary Forms from Memory's Night 
Arise , and whispering faintly in my Ear 
Of Lips which q^ that Cup should taste with mine? 
l^ush it aside , and spill all on the Ground! 
How oft Man's highest Joy, his most divine 
Is linked with Pain, as Echo to its Sound! 
Joy overleaps himself— o 'ersteps the Bound 
Which parts them, thus their Essences combine! 

THE OBBATIST POBT.' 

1 . He is the truest Poet who will so 
For his own H^art, and not fox others , be! 
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Who makes his daily Life his Poetry , 

Until this rude, hard World so fair doth show. 

That Tears seem no more Metaphors of Woe, 

But like the Dewdrops on the Flower! he, 

He is the Poet , who can feel and see 

All Things at God has made them : who can throw 

His own Heart into Nature's mighty Breast 

And comprehend its Beatings like his own. 

Who in the Consciousness supremely blest, 

Like God, of that which cannot be exprest , 

And still as he, feels and works out alone 

Th' Unutterable! his own Heart his best. 

His sole Reward, and so because unknown! 

For just because none know of it but he, 

Firn then and therefore 'tis all it can be! 



2. He for his Verse, from idle Vanity, 
Breaks off no paltry fragment of his Soul, 
But keeps the Diamond for his Maker's eye 
In his own Breast, diyinely bright and whole! 
Perhaps he never rhymed a verse, but his 
Own Being is a perfect Rhyme in this 
Grand Poem of the World-- an Echo clear 
Of God's own Being, in its smaller Sphere! 
And if this be not Poetry, I know 
Not then what is : then God himself is no 
Poet, for he writes not, but does alone! 
So poetize thou too , 'till thou hast grown 
Like him , 'till thy Works show forth only his 
And not t1^ Glory : for believe me this 
Thy highest is, and without this is nonel 

TUB WISDf /LV C4IlirOT BE IHPOVBRISHBD . 

Talk not of Loss! the Wiseman can lose nought 
Solong as he is himself! nay , the more 
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He loses of those hollow Goods before 
Which weak minds bow, the more his Soul is tauglic 
TTuit Wealth alone is daring which is wrought 
Prom his own Bosom 'a Mine of divine Oref 
The more he is himself, the richer Store 
Springs from the native Soil of his own Thought! 
'Tis but when forced into ourselves that we 
Find and become the Godlike we should be ; 
Then no more upon Fortune's brittle Reed^ 
Shaken by every Breath , we lean, but free 
And fearless X with Faith's steady staff proceed^ 
Which bears us up secure in Life's worst Need ! 

BOOEWlSDOn . 

1. Books, Books, like painted Windowglass, 

Break and discolor Truth 's pure Light 
Which else into our Souls would pass 

From all Life 's Forms , direct and bright . 

2. We will not see Things as ihejr are. 

We disjoint and anatomiae 
And sever them, until they bear 

No meaning to our purblind Eyes . 

3. We stick them on our Studyshelf , 

And then with Spectacles on nose , 
Pore o 'er them , 'till e 'ea Nature 's self 
A profitless Enigma grows! 

4. And by the dim Nightlamp we weigh 

Opinions jumbled, white and black ,. 
Where for one Clue to show the Way 
A thousand lead us from the Track! 

5. And when beneath God's blessed Light 

We see things as they really are. 
They dazzle the poor Bookworm's Sight, 
And colored Glasses he must wear. 

6. The World seems in a AVhlrl; so strange. 

So rapid, varied, crowded, new 
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Th' Impressions , aud so wide the Rauge 
Beyoud the Circle which he drew, 

7. That Magiccircle in whidi he 

Dreamt that all Wisdom surely lay. 
And that beyond it none could see 
Right by the vulgar Light of Day, 

8. Down from tlie King unto the Clown 

So diiicr«:ut the living Men 
From that which he before had known, 
^ Philosophy 's stuffisd Specimen ! 

9. Then he applies to this and that 

The most approved Booktheory, 
But Gnds that it will not come pat 
When tested by Reality, 

10. Philosophy's Airwheel stands still 

That grinds Abstractions down and chops 
Up Logic, but plain, hard Facts will 

Cause Friction, and all Movement stops! 

AFTER RBADIMG WORDSWORTH *8 LA.ODOUIA. ' 

Oh godlike Bard , how hast thou roused me—- me 
The godlike; not this common , everyday 
And hackneyed Being, but the Angel, yea. 
The Angel I was once , and still should be. 
And which I grow again in reading thee. 
Oh that these Feelings could endure for aye. 
The calm, deep Glance— the Consciousness— the Ray 
Of placid Light thrown over all I see . 
What now I feel and think , I cannot speak! 
All Utterance , save one alone , is weak; 
And that is Miilijr in each Act and Thought 
To show how deeply upon me hath wrought ' 
The Writer's Spirit, so sublime yet meek. 
The noblest that since Christ his Word has taught. 
And who, like him too , in his Work has sought 
God 8 Glory, not his own*- so do thou seek 
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It too my Soul, and uttering thereof naught , 

On all the Godlike stamp , with which thou 'rt fraught ! 

OK BBIVG TOLD 1 COULD KOT LIVE LOITG . 

Thou err'st! thou know'-st not how, how many Years 
I live in each brief Day, nay, in each Hour: 
Such i^ Imagination's godlike Power! 
Life, measured but by fretting Hopes and Fears 
Of Earth's vain Goods, dark, troubled, brief appears : 
Its longest Joy, the Smelling at a Flower: 
Its Griefs, like Shadows lengthening on before 
And darkening the Tomb, which far o0* rears 
Its melancholy Goal! but there is, yea! 
I'here is an higher measure, and one Day 
With Reference to this holds Centuries : 
Thus the good God , if to me he denies 
Long outward Life, still cheers nie on my Way 
By doubling that witfiin thro' mjr own Faculties ! 

THE PEN. 

With this, as little as it seems, can one 
Work Wonders! build up Cities, plough the Waste, 
Alter Costumes and Laws, and change the Taste 
Of Nations, set up Thrones and pluck them down! 
What Priviledge then claims it as its own? 
(^r what strange Subjects 'neath its Sway are placed, 
That thus with a few Strokes can be eflaccd 
Things grey as Time, familiar as the Sun? 
Men^s Thoughts ! these move all! act but on the Thought 
And Will of Man , and then the Lever by 
Which mightiest Revolutions have been wrought 
U in thy one weak Hand! lost to Man's Eye 
Perhaps, like God, by few or known or sought, 
Thou with two Fingers mov st the World's Machinery! 

^t * ■ . 
To/. //. 2 
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TftCB 8TRBVGTB. 

How beautiful, to see from Age to Age 
A blessed Truth enlarging silently 
Its Sphere of Action r tho' impeded by 
Error and Prejudice, still with them wage 
A hotx Warfare : aiul to the Biind Rage 
Of these brute Foes opposing constantly,- 
Not mortal Weapons, useless where the Sky . 
And its invisible Agencies engage 
To maVe the Cause to prosper sure, but those 
By Hands not framed , and wearing not away. 
Weapons of Light! which with their viewless Blow» 
Smite not alone the palpable Foe of Clay , 
But pierce the Giant Error's Heart , whence flows- 
All Evil, and destroy the Cause for aye! 

TO TUB OVBBGODLT. 

Who sanctioned thee to sit in Judgment on 
Thy Fellows , or to draw a Line which is 
Far stricter than God himself makes? is hi* 
First Feeling Vengeance? yet if anyone, 
Methiuks, should feeA that, it were he alone 
Who is all Purity! but even this 
Makes him of so long Suflfering: yea! 't is/ 
His Love that fills his Godhead out! let none 
Then hold his Virtue as a Reason for 
Severity — > for is not God (ar more 
Removed from thee, than thou from the worst Whore 
Or Sinner? yea! and if thine Eye but saw 
The Heart as his does , thou wouldst think before 
Condemning, and oithjr Faults, not the Law! 
And why is God so merciful? because 
He knows the Object what it is and was : 
Then do thou too so , and like God's thine Eye 
Will see godlike, and therefore lo¥ingfy! 



i 
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MAN AND NATURE. 

1 . T was just such a sweet Eve as this 

Fall fifteen Years ago. 
The Earth was green , as now it isj 
In Midjune's leafiest Glow. 

2. The Brook that murmurs at my Feet 

Flows on as in those Days , 
/ am no more a Child, yet it 
With childlike Joy still plays. 

3. lis Source is full as erst of yore , 

No Failure doth it know. 
Yet that within my Heart no more 
Flows as *t was wont to flow. 

4. How oft, on this sweet Flowerbank 

With Twilight shadows dim, 
I 've watched the Boughs that rose and sank 
At the quick Eddy 's Whim . 

5. And oft a whole long Summersday 

I Ve pass'd in Fairydi*eams, 
In Dreams more fiweet than boyish Play, 
Where there is more than seems . 

6. Such as belong alone to Youth, 

Lingerings of Heavenslight: 
Comminglings with the primal Truth 

Ere Earth has claimed her Right. 
1. For Youth believes in all he sees. 

And to firm Faith is given 
To realize what she doth please 

And bear us back to Heaven . 

8. And when the Villagechimes came clear 

Upon the dewy Air, 
Oh! what a sweet, sweet Sound to hear 
For one who knew no Care! 

9. Of Nature's Music they formed Part, 

As blithe a» the Bird's Song, 
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At yet not jangled, for my Heart, 
The Keynote , was not wroUg . 

1 0. And ever when they seemed to die 

Still by the Echo caught 
They came again misteriously 

Like Answers to strange Thought. 

11. The selfsame Scene's before ray Eyes, 

The same Sound in my Ears, 
Oh ! say then where the Difference lies 
Since all unchang'd appears. 

1 2. The Dayseye glimmering at ray Feet 

Is still as fresh in Hue, 
The Woodbine's Perfume smells as sweet 
As when , like Life , t was new . 

13. Why cannot I stretch forth my Hand 

And pluck it as of yore, v 

What is there in it that but scann 'd 
It makes my Heart run o'er? 

14. The Hour of Beauty's pass'd away. 

The Flower blooms not for nie, 
A younger Hand may pluck and play 
KuA. feel vAxatX scarce set. 

15. Poor Mortal! Nature changes not. 

Her Heart beats calm and true, 
The selfsame Pulse" is in her Breast, 
Say is it so with you ? 

16. Oh no! oh no! my H^art beats quick 

And feverish in my Breast » 
And 1 am very, very sick. 
For I can find no Rest, , 

17. The Bloom from all Life* Fruifc is gone, 

They're rotten at the Core, . , 

They drop in Xocl^^y q^e by one , 
The Tree wi^ bear jQO.raqre.. . 

1 8. Oh Time! Vipg bapj. .on^ thy ^yiiit Wing^ • 

Of early Youth 6Vi|)^lPeYf«»„ ,J - '- 
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And sprinkle onceagain all Things 

With their primeval Hues. 
19* That but for one brief Moment , but 

One Moment ere I part , 
I may behold those Scenes, then shut ^ 

The Vision in my Heart! 

TIMB. 

Oh Time, who musest by the Grave and on 
The Brink of dark Forgetfulness , in whose 
Unfathomable Depths thou fling'st all those 
Vain Records which do testify alone 
Of thy Gifts misapplied, on that Gravestone 
Why sitt'st thou with thine Hourglass which shows 
Its few, small Grains, yet measures out all Woes, 
Cares, Toils, howgreatsoe*er, beneath the Sun: 
Whose Moments, busy Workmen! forge the Chain 
Of stem Necessity, that binds as well 
The bosomcradled Babe thro' Joy and Pain , 
As the vast Life of Nations: thou couldst tell 
Strange Secrets of that Grave which must remain 
Voiceless , and with the Worms forever dwell ! 

wbaivtb's hotbuigmbss. 

What tho' ye loll in gilded Halls! e'en these 
Shall to your sated Eyes seem dull and bare 
And cheerless as the cobweb *d Walls which are 
The Prisoner's Limits: Pleasure cannot please 
Who surfeits on it, in the Lap of Ease 
Unrest shall pillow ye, and wrinkled Care 
Sit by ye at the sumptuous Banquet, share 
Your costly Viands , and that worst disease , 
Selfweariness , into your Vitals eat! 
"With unbought Pleasures this wide World doth teem 
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For him who still preserves the sacred Heat 
Of simple Feelings, but in vain ye deem 
Nature's wise Laws like Man's to bribe and cheat: 
Her Joys are unbought Boons, and, as is meet. 
Worth but what they stand for in our Esteem! 

FOLLY AKO WISDOM. 

Thus may one know the Fool from the wise Man 
Give to the former all that Hope can crave. 
All that between the Cradle and the Grave 
The everbusy Fancy's Brain can plan. 
The End will find him such as he began. 
Unformed within ^ unchanged in all Things save 
Grey Hairs and Wrinkles : let the other have 
Of stern Reality the scantiest Span 
With Means commensurate , yet therein he 
Can fashion forth a World of Beauty , make 
Mere earthly Things subserve Eternity : 
He in sublime content Want's Bread will break 
As 'twere the Bread of Immortality, 
Yea ! Faith to that can change it for his Sake ! 

CRABITT. 

There are two Rinds of Charity : the one 
Less Child of Tenderness than Vanity, 
Stretching ils Hand out ostentatiously 
In the World's Eye, lest it should not be known 
Or duly trumpeted : less with its own 
Still, inward Approbation pleased than by 
Vain Tokens waiting on it outwardly; 
The other is of divine Birth , alone 
Seeking the Object's Good not its own Praise : 
Yea ! caring not tho' its best motives be 
Unknown or misinterpreted , for he 
Whose Act rewards iV«e(/*already has 
All that he sought. Bliss perfect inwardly , 
Profaned and lessened by the vulgar Gaie! 
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TO TBB AHT1R0U8 IR TUB FLOABKCS FIMBlftTSGlLLUT , 

IN ODE, 

1. What look's! tiiou at, Antinous? for sure ^ 
On Vacancy such Gaze was neyer bent : 
To what far ilegions calm and bright, and pure 
From Life's vain Turmoil, is thy Spirit sent 
Abroad on fancy wing 'd Discovery? 
Cazing and -gazing 'till the Void grows filled. 
And from the Womb of Nothing theve arise 
A world of Beauty : 'till the sensual Eye, 
In which the Soul its Essence has instilled, 
Th'InTisible uBConsciously descries J 



2. Oh breathing Marble, en whose placid Brow-, 
With soft LocIls blown as by the Summerair 
And bended Head, the restless Years leave no 
Heraembered Trace , and from whose Lips so fair 
Time cannot banish for a Moment's Space 
The quiet Smile, there mantling like the Bloom 
Upon the untouched Floweret of the Spring, 
To us, still toiling in Life's troublous Race, 
^Tis sweet to see thee , happy one, on whom 
The passing Hour throws no dark Shade from its Wing- 



S . Oh might those Lips but find a Voice to speak 
What 'tis thine Eye looks on: methinks e'en now 
A Whisper on mine inner Ear doth break. 
But straight it fades in mistic Echos low 
Thro' the un&thomable Soul, there lost 
Amid those Depths which with Eternity 
Communicate, tho' how we know aot : strange! 
Upon the mighty Ocean we are tost. 
And still the Current sweeps unknowingly 
Our Bark beyond e'en Fancy's widest Range 



24 MISrP.T,LAKEOUS PiBCBS. 

4. Where Shore and Polestar are no longer seen! 
And thou, pure Marble! with thy Form so chaste , 
Art likest some bright vision which has been 
Aevealed unto us in our sleep , embraced 
But for a moment and then lost again 
In its own Glory , like an Angelsform 
That melts away into the Ether blue 
From whence it broke upon us: but in vain 
The Film falls from our Eyes, soon Cloud and Storm 
Sweep the brief Glimpse of Ether from our View! 



5. Gaz3 on , gaze on , thricehappy one, gaze on 
That brighter world which to thy favored Eyes 
Is opened up: that world which we alone 
By Faith and calm Content can realise, 
Whose Magiccircle, small as it may seem 
To those who stand without, to him inside 
Is rich and ample as — Eiermty! 
At Times as if I stepp'd into thy Dream 
Visions of Bliss float up 'till then denied ^ 
And Death seems but a Name and Time mere Jttgglery! 



6. Then do I consciously posses my whole , 
My undivided self, and feel I live 
In Oneness with the universal Soul 
Of human Being: I no longer stfi*^ 
To comprehend the mistic Nature by 
Which thou , fair Marbleform, art haunted as 
By some bright Spirit's Presence — I am one 
With it , it is^m« e'en as in thy 
Slill Life, felt when the Soul awaken 'd has 
Look'd thro' itself, those Depths so little known. 
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7. E'en to ourselves, to all save God's clear E^'e ' 
ff^hose cairn Glance thereat Times meets ours! and he 
Who should possess his Soul, who conscioutty 
Could grasp it in its Height and Depth would be 
Like unto .God! yea , he might look, before 
And after thro 'the Life of Things! but who 
Can take the measure of his Soul ? who feels "'"' " 

Not self too vast for self? for still the more 
We search the more we grope and so must do, 
'Tis in Eternity, on whose dark Brink Thought reels! 



8 For tell me is not Soul Eternity? 
Was it not once ere this frail Flesh was made 
To shackle it , when this in Dust shall be 
Will it not be with its first Form arrayed 
Again as heretofore? who then , I say , 
Shall compass that of which he neither knows 
The End nor the Beginning ? then tho' we 
Should search and search until our Heads grow gray , 
Sense doth impassable Barriers oppose. 
And what Soul is we forefeel mistily ! 



« * » »' 



For the Soul' s secret is God 's too , he is 
Our Soul, and in its Boundlessness 't is his : 
When most we lose ourselves in it, then most 
'Tis his , in which all others must be lost J 

OR THK TRUB SOURCES OF BBIHG. 

How few Life 's Elements have learnt to blend 
la their real Harmony ; how few possess 
The true Accord, the Keynote, without which 
The Music still must sleep , as if 't were not. 
Coaneminded , skilUess Players we rush o'er 
The mystic keys , wherein the deep Spell lies 
So simple yet so deep , and by a Stress 
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Of meaninglesB , accumulated Notes 

Crowded for Eareffect and vain Display 

Of brute, mechanic knowledge, we call forth 

A Crash of illdistinguished Notes, which take 

The Sense by Storm, yet reach not to the Heart. 

For Power lies not in Force or Number, but 

In Fitness and Simplicity, and he. 

The one true Artist, he whose outward Ear 

Takes Rule and Measure /rom wiiJun, knows that 

The calm , deep Music of Humanity , 

Of Heart and Soul, its Power te exalt. 

Refine, and soothe, lies fiir below this Crash 

Of earoffending, surfacelying Noise, 

In a few simple but soulthrilling Notes , " 

A few selfblent Accords, which but just touched 

Start into Harmony— but these the Hand, 

The soulimpelled Touch alone can wake; 

And this sweet Music of the Soul, which dwells 

Within it, as within the seaborn Shell 

Echos and mighty Murrourings, which speak 

Of the allchangeless Ocean , tho* that Shell 

JSe long sourceseyered ^ dwelling haply where 

The Name of Ocean is an idle Word, 

Calling up no high Thoughts of Beauty, l^ht. 

And everduring Majesty, so in 

The Soul, tho' to the inward Ear alone. 

Like Music dwells, when in a blessed Mood 

Our Faculties grow ample and serene ; 

Mysterious Echos from another World, 

Sounds as of mighty Waters heard afar. 

Of that same Springheadocean whence all Powers 

And Faculties of Spirit flow, return 

And tend; but this sweet Music to the World's 

Dull, drowsy Ear is all too pure and deep; 

As little felt as the Sphereharmony 

Of yon bright Stars, when in theif mystic RottXids 
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Their multifarious orbs are rolled along 

As noiselessly as Thoughts thro' God's own Mind , 

Whose Thoughts are Worlds and Suns— 

— With the Ellwand 
Of weekday Forms and Customs would the World 
Measure celestial Things , and thus the Mind 
Not modelled to its Fashion , must submit 
To be a Scorn and Jest to those who toil 
Along the dusty Highway which the Feet 
Of servile Generations have marked out; 
Or if it dare to leave this beaten Track, 
The Smoke and Stir of Mammon , for the calm 
And lovely Paths of Nature, the green Fields, 
The musicflowing Streams , and sunny Hills 
That spread on either Hand , and mould itself 
By the sweet Access of all natural Forms, 
And Shapes and Sounds, unto a truer Life, 
It is a crying Sin, and not forgot 
When, in its Pharasaic Mood , the World 
Preaches its loud Damnation against those 
Who dare to think and act as natural Beings! 
Yea! a Man's Conduct may be allcondemned 
When by the narrow and Halfwisdom of 
The World 'tis measured : his best Actions too 
Will seem alldisproportioned and distort 
When laid upon the Procrustean. Bed 
Of Prejudice , and lopp 'd of their most fair 
And grand Proportions, until thus reduced 
To Custom's wretched Compass, or stretched out 
III uncouth Monstershapes to suit his false 
Distorted Standard, but there is an high- 
Er, fuller Wisdom than that of the World, 
An ampler Scope: a System of more lull. 
More catholic and sublime Sympathies, 
Higher Relations , which complete ^he ^(^inks . 
Of Being from the smallest Wonn that^rawilBy 
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Yea! up to God's own Throne : and judged by these 

Hia Actions will be haply found in true 

And godlike Keeping with the wider Scope 

And ampler Movement of this higher Sphere, 

This nobler System : with the mighty Tf'hole 

Of that same Nature which we comprehend 

Only by Breaks and Snatches 'till we are 

Alive in Soul : 'till we be truly grown 

Parts of that mighty Whole, and sympathize 

Like healthy Members with the Universe! 

Here, in this World, its narrow Wisdom 's Reach 

We oft o'crstep when we but venture o'er 

The Boundmark of its Forms and Prejudices : 

And yet it is precisely then we step 

Abroad into the glorious Realm of Truth, 

Of God, of Nature , and of Liberty : 

'Tis then^r« we possess that which we have 

Of yaluablestj Inalienablest , 

Ourselves! for then we are all that we have , 

For what we are not cannot be called ours ; 

Iti our ownselves possessing our own Souls, 
And living in our God , a Part of him , 
An Emanation from him , e'en as Light 
Is of the Snn! chickened, and in our Turn 
Quickening these fleeting Forms of mortal Life ; 
'Tis then that we commence the Lifb of Soul, 
Alive in the true Sense ,to all of Grand , 
Of Beautiful in Nature, Man and Art; 
Rays which tho' falling in a thousand Modes 
On an Infinitude of diverse Forms 
With Rainbowlightj yet flow from one sole Source, 
Th' enduring True and Good! nor do we feel 
These Beauties with a Heart, that watchlike, beats 
Sixty Pulsations in a Moment's Spate, 
Under the dead, mechanic Forms and Modes 
Of an Existence dedelled upon Rale 
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Like a Machine, but with a hqly Gush 
Of allpervading Love, which cUspaall Forms 
Of mortal Being, aud which juakea our Heart 
A Pulse harmonious in Nature's vast 
And allembracing Bosom, yea! in God's! 



MODERATION. 



Seek nought with Ovirtoil-^ else thou wilt hy 
The Search thereafter lose more than the Gain 
The finding of it brings-— and if with Pain 
And Fretting thou keep'st what thou hast, then thy 
Wealth itself grows a Source of Misery; 
Much with much care is nothing-^ 'tis the Bane . 
Of Overwealth , itself, itself makes "vain , 
Then seek it not : a few Things perfectly 
Enjoyed contribute more to Ha|!>pffnes8 ' 
Than many, which must be enjoyed far less, 
Because so many! Things but one hy one 
Can be enjoyed, and he who has alone 
Few objecia of Affection , just for this 
Enjoys them more, i;>ecause he long has known 
How their ExisteQCQ iff bound up with his. 
For he has mad^ e»ch to h(pfself that which it is! 



SMALL THINGS. 

4t 



1 . Neglect not small Things for the Sake of those 
Which thou caU'si a Greai: » it is t>ur Feelings by 
Which their Worth most be measitred^ and it- tliy 
Delight be fuU, tf Rapture- thro' ihee flows 
At sight of the tea«t.<Ghild, or Fiow^i' that grows 
By the wayside, if Love intd' thine Eye • > • 
Pushes the Tear of tteaiblii^gficstaoy, 
\ Vha t mattet 8 it to vthait thy fuUiVLtkvt o^tos 
lis Bliss, howaiD»ll8oe'<tti fl be:, :if efafiie i 

Own Feelings tethii«v|i^lect and -sliyioe?' '^- 

The Goiiiatttnust r<iQei^eia<M»«diu0<t0 • 



1 1 
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lu Capability , and if ther Wine 

Of Joy o' erflow , is it not lost to you ? 

What thy own Breast eontnina , that is thy true , 

Thy only Wealth— and if the least Thing can 

Make thee feel all that is implied in Man , 

Then thou must feel <c the Godlike , »and then what 

Is there which in that Feeling thou hast not? 

Now, to the End that each least Thing may give 

This Fullness of all Beauty , learn to live 

As ever in God's Presence, and too see 

Him in all Things, then e'en the least to thee 

Will bring the Feeling of the Bonndless; yea! 

The smallest Grain upon the Seashore may 

Awake that Feeling , full and vast as the 

Illimitable Ocean.itself ;6f 

Spirit y and then thou miitfeel boundless too, 

Like him from whom thy Soul its Being drew! 



2. In seeking one great Pleasure pass not by 
The many thousand lesser ones, which, as 
The Flowers that we by the wayside pass, 
Make Life delightful, and which certainly 
Togetherreckoned far outbalance thy 
Great Joy, which troubles thee, because it was 
Hoped for too anxiously, and thus it has , 
By fretting, lessened thy Serenity 
Of Soul , without which no great Pleasures can 
Be felt— no godlike pleasures— for in Man 
The Godlike— God! is felt alone when he 
Is stillen, for th' Unspeakable can be. » 
Known onfy- by its Calm , and e' en the Deep 
Thunders not forth God 's name so grandly thro' 
The Tempest , as when all his Billows sle^, 
( Like many Feelings lost in one, ffiere. true 
And sublime ) and thus blended iotm. oite whbie. 
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Still, godlike still, an Emblem of God's Soul! 
While in the boundless Glass the Maker's Fonn 
Is mirrored, ditappearing with the Storm! 
How much more then Man's soul , where all that is 
Most godlike is mott Hill , when mo*t like his I 



5. And if now thy Serenity be gone , 
Thy Power of Joy is lessened— but when one 
By one thoo find'st Life 's Pleasures by the Way , 
Each just sufficient for the passing Day, 
And consequently for thy whole Life too. 
For if thou liv'st each Day what more can' you 
Do or desire? — And each plucked as it blows. 
Gently not hastily, since e'en the Rose 
Has Thorns, and Eagerseeking mars its own 
Enjojrment, neither culled and straightway thrown 
Aside , like' little children grasping all 
Tliey see, and letting many Flowers fall 
Thus unenjoyed , nay, marring by the Fret 
Felt at their Loss the sweets remaining yetf 
Thro' the superfluous destroying still 
'I'he Needful, and thus turning Good to 111 ; 
As if the Flowers of Life were scattered not 
By the whole way, but crowded in one spot : 
As if our Joys were not like Flowers, which 
When freshest yield the scent most fall and rich. 
And which laid by, or out of season sought , 
Fade or are found not , leaving us thus naught 
But Disappointment— for Joys cannot be 
By Calculation multiplied , Forethought 
And Toil and Seeking : they must spring up free , 
Like the Wildflowers, 'tis the present Sun 
And Rain from which their Hues and Scents are won> 
So from the present Feelings likewise is 
Produced the passing moment's fresh, clear Bliss, 
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fin vapid repetition, but as strong, 

True ,and spontaneous as the Bird's blithe SoDg: . 

And as each moment its own Feelings brings. 

So from its Soil a new, fresh Pleasure springs, 

Tiiat is if thou hast taken Care to sow 

The Seeds , for even Oaks from Acorns grow^. 

So great Joys out oi Little: so much lies 

In small Things, and therefore to Wisdom's Eyes 

Nought, nought, seems email: for greatest Things still by 

Degrees become so: then mark well this«— thy 

Great Joy most thro' the lesser ones be so, 

They must have Grst prepared thjr mind to know 

And feel it, bat if thj" Heart has not been 

Prepared, canst thou receive it? can the green 

Stalk bear the fullripe Corn or does the Rose 

Yet in the Bud possess the Scent it throws 

Forth when fullblown, and which it owes unto 

So many Utile Things, to Sunbt^ams, Dew - 

Drops, Airbrcaths, Raindrops, all? now hast thou lived 

Wisely and calmly, then wilt thou have hived 

From all these Moments and these Hours, which 

Seem separately so, so small, a rich 

Inheritance— a greater joy by far 

'liian that you sought, yea! one in which all aje 

Summed up: which no one Joy howgreatsoe'er 

Could give , an Habit of real Joy , which ne 'er 

Can be acquired saye by littles , by 

What eacA Day brings unto the hive^ with thy 

Own Feelings filled : a greater Power and 

Capacity of Joy ^ like the Seasand 

Made up of million Parts, and yet one Wliole, 

The general Frame and Temper of the Soul 

Pervading each least Feeling , Act and Thought, 

Which thus with an whole Life 's long Bliss is fraught , 

For all its Moments cause that Frame of Mind^ 

And all its separate Joys you thereia find 



i 
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Sumined up : without these it could never be : 
Thus thy whole Life's loog Bliss is felt by thee 
In each full, pregnant Moment, each is as 
A fullblown Rose, where all it ever was , 
From the first Seedleaf to the blushing Flower, 
Is summed up and enjoyed — thus by this Power 
Wilt thou find Joy where thou hadst never sought. 
Where else none would have been : for thou hast taught 
And schooled thj Heart, which will not /ail thee, no. 
When all eUe does; and if thy Pleasures flow 
From thence, what matters it if thou find'st none 
Without? Bliss at the Heart is all in one. 
And who can rob thee of thy Bliss, when thou 
Thyself art it? thou only knowest how ! 

ON TQE NBfiDFUL. 

Be always occupied : have something to 
Keep Mind and Heart awake — and whatsoe'er 
Thou turn'st thy Spirit to, do so with clear. 
Full Consciousness — for tho' it seems to you 
Beneath thy Notice , yet if thou canst thro' 
It feel thy whole Self, then no wider Sphere 
An Empire's Cares could ofi'er thee — 'tis here 
Men err so much — great Occupations do 
Net necessarily enlarge the Mind 
And Heart — but an enlarged Heart will find 
Greatness in all Things , even in the least , 
And most, where most it should , in its own Breast I 
Strive then for this — then wilt thou be resigned 
la every Occupation; nay! the best 
Will grow out of the worst ; for having naught 
Beside , thou wilt possess thjrself! in thy 
Own Heart wilt seek for thy own Feelings, by 
No false Impressions weakened, but thus brought 
Forth from the Yirginsoil unfailingly; 
And what Want can our Feelings not supply? 
FoL It, 3 
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Naught needful is, save as we think it so : 
And most superfluous Things more needful grow ^ 
Byjbolish Thinking, than the needfullest— 
The worst 111; since the truljr Needful we 
Should alwajrs, deeply , feel, since it must be 
Essential to Man's Being here , nor can 
He without it be even really Man ; 
And what now is most needful to him? the 
Sentiment of the Godlike : this same free 
And sublime Selfdependence which the poor-' 
Est may possess the most; but which is sure 
To perish, when superfluous Things have grown 
Needful — when substituted for our own 
Best Feelings, in which nK>st the Godlike shows 
Itself, as in its Perfume does the Rose; 
And when these are no more a real Want, then 
We lose the Godlike , and are no more Men , 
We live not by the Heart within our Breast! 
According on what our Affections rest 
Is all our Happiness— then fix them on 
The Easilyattainable alone , 
The True and the Enduring— and what is 
So much so as that which thou ne'er canst miss. 
Wilt thou but think so~^ the Godlike in thine 
Own Heart and Feelings— make but these divine. 
Then will the highest Things be easiest 
Attained : the deepest , comprehensib/^it/ 
For thoo feel'st Godf this Feeling in thy Sool 
Is the true Keynote of this lovely Whole, 
For God is at the Bottom of all Things , 
The Burthen of the Hymn the wide World sings . 
The least , least Flower tells of him , as well 
As of the Ocean does the murmuring Shell! 
Then feel him , and thou know'st what all Things feel ^ 
To feel him always is Man 's highest Weal ! 



i 
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ON THE WELLDOERS OF M4HKI1ID. 

Who placked the Laurel for the sublime Brow 
Of Genius, or wherefore did he chuse 
That Plant? because 'neath its unwithering Hues 
There lurks a deadly Poison too , which no , 
No Medicine can heal ? it must be so ! 
In it that Poison Nature did infuse. 
Foreseeing what would someday be its Use, 
The bitter Moral of his Tale to show! 
Like Christ, th' Apostles of Humanity 
Must suffer for Mankind; too strong, too deep. 
The Spirit in them to be lulled asleep ! 
They have their Tabors too, their Agony, 
And Drops of Blood, not common Tears, they weep ! 
Their sole Reward, their bitter and severe 
Delight, which like their Pains the vulgar Mind 
As little can concewe as it could bear; 
Their sole Reward, to be transfigured by 
The inward Light, by that sublimed, refined! 
An Emanation of, nay , the most High 
Himself in them, who looks with his own Eye 
From them , in his own Glory steeps their Pain 
And Grief, in them transfigured once again! 

DEATH. 

Oh Death ! no^Poet ever called on thee 
For Inspiration, or thy Cypressbough 
Placked in the Laurel's stead, to grace his brow; 
Yet thine is of the two the best , 'tis free 
From. Poison : and those who have learnt to see 
Aright will tell thee also , there is no , 
No Place where the true Evergreen will grow 
Or can be gi^thered surer than on the 
Sad Grave! Truth's Ear is in the inmost Heart, 
And the loud Voices of the World are there 
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Unheard : nor Overjoy nor blank Despair 

To it true Revelations can impart; 

Bnt thou, oh Death , when softened thy fir&t Smart , 

Canst whisper things unutterably fair ! 

THE POET . 

Praise to the Poet! 'tis no vulgar Throne, 
Pillared on Grime and Wealth and idle State, 
Which he aspires to, built up on Hate, 
By Violence and Fraud maintained alone; 
His is a nobler Sceptre, which those own 
The readiest, "who feel it mosti the Weight 
Of brute Oppression can at best create 
A forced obedience , but him we crown' 
With Hands of busy and officious Love, 
And if he binds us with his Chains, these are 
Our best affections, in which we still move 
As free as thro' the Ether some bright Star, 
Fulfilling its high Mission there above 
In Limits which assist its course , not bar 
Or hinder ; he , he rules but o'er the Heart, 
By what is noblest , o 'er the noblest Part ; 
Therefore secure from mad Revolt or War! 

» 

THE DUriD 's CURSE . 

1 . Spurn not their Blessing, ye on whom their Curse 
Has not yet fallen! 'tis a barren Heart, 
A Blight of Ear and Eye ; oh! what is worse 
Than seeing not to see, to take no Part 
In Nature's Jubilee, or want that Art, 
That blessed Art, which from Earth's meanest Flower 
Can glean a joyous Thought , and thus impart 
Wisdom with Bliss unto each passing Hour! 
For Wisdom's half a Fool whose sad Brows always lower! 



-•♦* 



mSGBLIiARBOOS PIBCfiS. 37 

2. The bitterest Curse of all it is to have 
A barren Heart, a Heart to Nature dead. 
This is to live within a living grave : 
The Prisoner is more blest , for he can tread 
In fancied Freedom , in his damp Walls' stead 
Call up the bright green Fields; but he who lies 
Under the Dryadscurse, he sees Earth spread 
In Glory round him yet he has no Eyes, 
It is not his! tho' On the very Spot, 
He has it less , far less than those who tee it not / 



••*« 



3. Never was Poet, worthy of the name. 
Who loved not these airbeings, and again 
Was loved by them : while others see but tame 
And common objects, he beholds the Train 
Of Oreads glide like Shadows: from the Main 
He sees old Triton lift his foamgirt Head; 
He too has worshipped, worshipped not in vain. 
The Universal Pan, and ate the Bread , 
Love*s true Communionbread, o'er Earth's wide Table 

spread ! 

TBB DJLT8BTB. ^ 

1 . Look on this Dayseye , you who ask 

Why o'er it I thus bend , 
To tell thee wfy- were harder Task 
Than some well comprehend . 

2. Tis not by Words that I can say 

Why it thus moves me so. 
Oh thou must find some other Way 
Or nothing wilt thou know. 

3. E'en Poesy's own Tongue could tell 

Scarce half of what I feel , 
Time o'er the Rest has rung his Kaell, 
And set hjs mystic Seal! 
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4. If to thine Eye it bring the Tear, 

A quick Beat to thj- Heart , 
A Freshness unto what was sere. 
Then answer 'd straight thou art. 

5. It is a Tale of bygone Days , 

A Spirit haunts that Flower, 
'Round its meek Head a Glory plays 
Not of the passing Hour! 
6 Then let it be an Emblem still 
Of all that's pure and good, 
A quiet Heart, a harmless Will, 
Of Childhood's blessed Mood! 
7. Still may'st thou pluck it when the Hour 
Of Life's Farewell is nigh. 
Recalling that bless 'd Mood once more 
To at thee for the Sky! 

TRB BAIHBOW. 

Might it not seem as tho' Heaven's Bosom were 
Poured forth in Beauty and in Glory o'er 
The still stormshrouded Earth? a dazzling Shower 
Of varied Hues which in their Radiance bear 
Promise of Peace : 'mid the blue Rents of Air 
The Raindrops glisten ,soft as Tears that flow 
From Mercy's Angeleyes, when fervent Prayer 
Repentant Sinner offers from below — 
Does not that Rainbow, robed in Glory, seem 
A Spirit of celestial Shape and Might , 
Watchful for Good , evoked from Heaven 's bright 
But unseen Depths, while, darkling, Vound him teem 
TheEllsments of Evil? glorious Bow! 
Thai with thy Gloudpath archest o'er the Sky, 
A Sign set there unto Eternity 
By a relenting God! be ever so. 
But Cloud and Sunshine to the Sceptic's Eye, 
To Faith a Pledge of Triomph over Woe! 



t 
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Ml ODE TO THE 8TATDB OF THE 
¥RIB8TB8S IN TBS FLOREHCE SCCLPTCBBCOLLBCTIOir. 

1. Fair Daughter of Antiquity, chaste Bride 
Of the pure Altar and the God to whom 
Thou offeredst up thy Heart, and mad'st the Pride 
Of Youth, its Pleasures and its fleeting Bloom; 
A holy Sacrifice to win thee that 
Diviner Love which passes not away : 
By high Selfconque&t fit a God to wed : 
Methioks I see thee glide along and at 
The Altar stand as in the bygone Day, 
With Step which on the Earth scarce seems to tread! 



•««■ 



2. Methinks T see thy long, fair Robes of White 
Floating upon the Marble at thy Feet 
In Folds as Summercloudlets soft : thy right 
Hand laid upon thy Breast in Posture sweet 
Of holy Meditation , veil'd there by 
The gauzelike Vest which gives half to our View 
The Swelling of the fair, chaste Limbs below. 
And in thy Left, for sacred Ministry, 
The Censer wherewith on the Flame to strew 
The Perfumes : but mere emblematic Show 



>•«■ 



3. Is all this now ! in his grand Epic Time 
Employs thee as a Metaphor, he makes 
Fact Fancy , and where Poets him by Rhime 
The Thing itself irom real Life boldly takes! 
How soft thy Motion ! as on each fair Limb 
Th* indwelling Soul impressed its own serene 
And deep Composure, from ail Passion free 
Which might the Maker's Image cloud or dim 



40 MISCELLAItEOUS PICCBS . 

How chaste, how still , how holy is thy Mien! 
The Temple 's and the Altar's Sanctity 



4. Still cting around, like Heaven's Atmosphere, 
And hallow thee, as tho' an Angel were 
Descended from his Ether calm and clear 
With blessed Tidings missioned — and thy Hair, 
Thy golden Hair, divided on thy Brow, 
Whence breathes a nameless Charm of Modesty 
As from thy whole sweet Figure , is bound round 
With the white Raiment which in Folds doth flow 
Adown thy Shoulders, and thy fair Feet by 
The Sandal girt glide on without a Sound ! 



5. Fair antique Maid ! could those Lips speak they would 
Give Oracles the Delphic Shrine ne'er heard. 
Time's Mouthpiece tho' by so few understood! 
Bright Forms float past me and thy Lips seem stirr d. 
Daughter of Sophocles, Antigone! 
Child of his Spirit, born as if to right (a) 
His injured Name, say didst thou not look so. 
Move so beside thine aged Sire when he 
Borrowed from thy sweet Eyes their holy Light 
To cheer and lead him onward in his Woe? 



6. Where art thou , Maiden with the fair, pale Brow? 
Chaste Helen of the Soul! thou spotless Bride 
Of daring Fancy , who would bring below 
Some Shape of Ether with him to reside 
In Love like that which sanctifies the Sky. 

(a) Sophocles , when cited bjr his thankiesi Son as 
no longer mindsound, triumplumtly cleared himself by- 
reading the just then wriuen TYagedjr ofJEdipus Co- 
lonos . 
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Bright Phantom, art thou dead, or didst thou e'er 
Walk on this Earth .so flat, so dull, and cold? 
Methinks that Form was uever made to die, 
Methinks that Beauty Time nor Grief could sere. 
In Subslance gloriGed it grew not old ! 



7. Somewhere thou dwell 'st in Blessedness: in some 
One of those far Hesperian Isles, of which 
Thy Poets dream 'd nor yainly, thou an Home 
Hast found, and there unchanged thou liv'st on rich 
In calm and serene Joys: tho' long sioce where 
Thou erst didst dwell thy Name be quite efiivced. 
The Rose with its old Perfume still is sweet: 
But where is now thy Temple once so fair. 
With its longyista'd Columns, and the chaste. 
Pure Marble echoing to thy sandal'd Feet? 



6. Where is thine Altar? Echo answers, where? 
Earth keeps no Vestige of them: ]ike a Dream- 
They've pass'd away, nor on the Midnightair 
Or Forest dim , nor yet by haunted Stream 
Doth gray Tradition e*er pronounce that Name: 
Her Lip is silent, where then can I find 
Even a mossy Stone with Letters by 
'Hme's slow Touch worn and lost for aye to Fame? 
But still that nobler Temple of thy Mind 
Stands perfect in its own Eternity ! 



THB Hisaa's vision. 



A Miser waking from a blissful! Dream, 
By Hermes sent, in which his gloating Eyes 
Beheld a Diamondheart of wondrous Size, 
Whence Jewels dropped unceasing, of such Gleam 
That each a Monarch's Ransom well might seem , 
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Embraced his own Wife in the first Sarprise, 

But feeling her Heart beat, and not the Prize, 

Which thus be hoped to grasp, exclaimed, I deem 

« 'Tis nothing but my Wife! » and then again 

He fell asleep: thus troubled by the Pain 

Of Disappointment, Hermes once more rose 

Before him, and thus spake in Anger, » those 

Bright Jewels still must be to thee a yain 

And empty Dream , so long as thou canst not 

Distinguish the real Blessings of thy Lot! 

When thou awak*st thy Wife is like that Dream , 

Nought unto thee , therefore in Sleep I show 

Thee her true Value : now, if thou wouldst gain 

The Dream which so divine to thee did seem, 

Wouldst make it real, thou must make thy wife so, 

Bjr loving her: then from her Heart will flow 

Those divine Jewels which on thee did gleam: 

Yea, tentimes more divine! thy Gold will be 

When thou awakest in Eternity 

Like the Wealth of that Dream: will leave thy Heart 

Empty and vile, for it is not a Part 

Of that or thee: but these can ne'er be lost. 

They are thy Heart, tfyself, and thou art most 

Thyself when having most of these! and he 

Who judges, asks not of thy Gold, but thee, 

For that is perishable, but thou art 

Immortal , with th^ Immortal' t Eyes then see , 

And phuse the Treasures of Eternity! » 

So sa]^ing, Hermes spread his Wings, and left 

The Miser, oih\& fancied Wealth bereft, 

But with a far, far gedlier to supply 

Its Place, a Heart reclaimed to Feelings high! 

GOD m TBB WORLD. 

'Tis from the Complex of Man 's History 
The Outline of God's Form grows strong and clear, 
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The mighly Shadow cast on all Tliiogs here. 
From the far Depths of yon' untroubled Sky! 
The Viewing of the whole Machinery 
First shows its End and Working: Parts appear 
Oft disproportioned 'till forongbt into near 
Relation, by the Power of an Eye 
That sees the Whole as One I then , as in a 
Gigantic Glass, the Form of God we may 
Behold, in its sublime Proportions shown: 
There are two Mirrors, this Woiid, and our owa 
Deep Souls, but God's Reflection thence alone 
Is cast on this, when it is clear as Day: 
Then keep it so, that eyer on thy Way 
The Shadow of his Presence may be thrown. 
That thou mayst walk therein and never stray. 
But feel it still, like thy own Shadow, near. 
And ever stronger , as within more clear 
The Light, like that too: never lost to thee, 
*Till in the Grave at length it disappear. 
When thou wilt no more in his Shadow be. 
But in his Presence, and himself wilt see! 

THE GODLIUB. 

The World rewards thee after its own Kind 
With that which ii sets Store by, but thereon 
When thou wouldst lean, lo! like a Breath 'tis gone ! 
But God rewards thee still thro' thy own Mind, 
Thy Heart and Feelings: what way could he find , 
But this, to make thy Spirit feel his Own? 
llien keep this Medium everfree, that none 
But godlike Tilings may thy Affections bind. 
Sublimed by such Communion: if thou 
Thus keep'st thy Mind and Feelings godlike, how 
Can aught that this World offers seem to thee 
A fit Reward for what thou dost ? if now 
The Godlike be of God , then it must be 
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Re payed bjr being to , for so is he . 

And where then wouMfrt thou seek the Godlike save 

In thy own Heart? — and this the Poorest have! 

A Godlike Recompense for Godlike Deeds 

It then in all Men*s JUachi and he who needf 

Another Recompense besides^ has done 

Naught Godlike, sought the Servant's Hire alone! 

And therefore in Return for what he gave^ 

Receives not Feeling's boundless Recompense, 

But thje mere strict Amount, in Pounds and Pence! 

BIBTm>ATBBLLS . 

1 . Ring out , ye Rells! ring out your hasty Glee , 
And leave the vengeful Grave his Rest: these Bones, 
Here mouldering , give the Lie unto your Tones 
Of Merriment , and seem to say that ye 
Indulge in most untimely Revelry: 
Alas! how soQn the joyous Heart atones 
For its least Trespass! Sorrow but postpones 
The Stroke that it the more secure may be: 
He gives the Tendrils Time to knit , then breaks 
All the Heartstrings in plucking them away! 
Oh wait awhile, the envious Power takes 
Stern Compensation: at some future Day 
He makes the Balance even and upshakes 
The bitter Dregs that yet untasted lay! 



2. And thou , too happy one, so young in Years, 
So beautiful in present Joy and Hope 
Of that to be, within the Rainbowscope 
Of Fancy's Vision canst thou see no Tears, 
No Worm within the Flower of Bliss that sears 
It in its Prime, when it begins to ope 
Its sweetest Leaves? but thou wilt not yet grope 
For these same bitter Truths amid the Bier's 
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Dustcnimbling Records, yet it most be sol 
As thro' the Tombs rones thy young t'eet did pass 
They were to thee no Metaphors of Woe , 
Yet might each Marble serve as a clear Glass 
To teach thee Time's stern Lineaments to know. 
How difierent what thail be and wliat wai ! 



3. And thou within thy Cradle, Babe, whose Eye 
Is opening softly upon this fair Earth 
And all its Wonders , henceforth from thy Birth 
To be thy Dwellingplace , where thou must ply 
Thy sublime Mission : Star, that in the Sky, 
Whose bright Horizon Prophets saw from here , 
Hast set , and in this dimmer Atmosphere 
Rerisen : tho' unconscious when or by 
What Means the wondrous Change was wrought for thee , 
Yet from afer with divine Light still fed! 
Thou that like these young Flowers here might 'st be 
Regarded as Earth' s Child , whose Lap is spread 
For thy Reception , yet more old than she , 
Tho' Years by thousands sanctify her Head! 



"•^< 



4. Thy tiny Cradle is a world too wide 
Even for Fancy, whose unresting wings 
In vain would soar to that far Source whence springs 
Thy Being's Fount: while seated by thy side. 
In wild Conjectures lost, she strives! to hide 
Her Ignorance of unrecorded Things 
By painting all her wild Imaginings 
On the dim Future 's Canvass : tho' one Stride 
Takes her as far beyond all Reach of Thought 
As a Babe's into Oedan; in her Ear 
A Marriagebell is ringing blithe and clear , 
Whose Sound from distant Days thus far is brought ^ 



46 XISCBL AKBODS PISCES. 

Ere yet the Rope be wove, the Hand be tauglil 
To pull it, or the aoborn Bride appear! 
Alas ! with far , far other Accents fraught 
Its Summon sad Reality may hear! 



5. Behold the little heir of Life, whose Eye 
Converses with the Forms of Beauty spread 
Around him , like one risen from the Dead i 
For Birth is Death to Immortality , 
And Death is nothing but Renewal by 
Which we grow as beibre , ere Soul had wed 
With Body , wondrous Union ! see him led 
In either Hand by Hope and Joy , who try 
Which shall possess his Heart the most , and lay 
The Map of all Life's Pleasures at his Feet, 
And bid him chuse : alas ! whichever way 
'He takes , all lead in one Direction , meet 
Tn Sorrow and the Grave ! nor wiU for aye 
Thes^ joyous Guides his Company entreat I 



6. But yet a little while , a few Steps made 
On Life's rough Path, and he shall no more be 
The same, but chang'd both in-and outwardly :. 
The Roses from his blooming Cheek will fade. 
For in his Heart Unrest lier Home has made. 
Now quickening, new checking cruelly 
The tortured Pulse, and he must live to see 
His household Bosom« *neath the ehill Earth layd; 
These Wounds will heal. Time sears them o'er, yet some 
New Grief with its rude Fingers still will come 
To rip them up again, he weavea^fvesb Ties 
Around his Heart , and iiC another Home 
Sits by another Hearth , and in glad Eyes- 
Revives the Thoughts of early Historieal 
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7. Alas! there is no Armour against Fate ! 
Tho*, like Achilles, proof from Top to Toe, 
One Part's still bare unto the Dart of woe. 
And that the vhalest! the more our State 
Spreads in Prosperity the shorter Date 
It claims , thus wider still the Circles grow 
When nearest to their End : the Heart has no , 
Wo Armour! nay, on its ownself must sate 
Its Anguish, with its own Blood quench the Thirst , 
The Fever, that consumes it! hark! he hears 
A Deathbell sounding aweful, like the first 
Forerunner of the coming Time of Tears! 
One Link of Love Time's Hand intwain hath burst , 
While with still Industry the rest he wears! 



8. Indifference arms , but that is Death, Death too 
At Heart, Death in the vitalest! tho' he 
In Wife and Child be blest, nor live to see 
The Frostwiod on his Path these Blossoms strew. 
Yet must he pay the Forfeit, still pass thro' 
The fiery Ordeal prepared unfailingly 
Here for all Flesh : from his Heartsdepths still the 
Stern Oracle, to its sad Office true. 
Keeps prophecying to the Child of Sin 
That perfect Bliss no Soul on Earth can win; 
However Prudence weave the Web or make 
The Tissue firm and compact, Chance therein 
Will twine some dark Tlireads, unobserved will break 
The fairest , or Knots on the smoothest spin ! 

MA9. 

From the high Mount of Truth look down with me , 
Upon the dim and distant depths below; 
What dost thou iiear? a far off shriek of woe, 
A sound of strife and hatred ? dost thou see 
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Where the blind sons of this vain Century 
Their moleheaps pile and with earthbended brow. 
Intent upon their grovelling Labours, grow 
Unto the shape of Beasts : rather than be 
As these , whom God has made for holier things, 
'Twere better not to be : to cast away 
The spirit's birthright thus, to fold the wings 
Of thoughts celestial, or make the ray 
Of reason serve to that which this Earth brings 
And takes alone, this is to be of Clay! 

THE ONE TRI7B TEMPLE OF GOD. 

1 . Enlarge thjr Thoughts and thjr Perceptions 'till 
The so grand Scale on which all Things are here 
Arranged, becomes familiar and clear! 
Till thou canst read in all thy Maker's Will, 
Intelligibly in the Stars which fill 
The Heavens and instruct thee to revere , 
As in the Ten-Gonmiandments, which are mere 
Jbhreviation* of that Wisdom, still 
As ever, graved in Characters of Light, 
Vast, radiant, on this Temple's Walls so lair. 
Flashing, from all Directions, on thy Sight; 
Now traced with million Stars thro' all the Air, 
And now resplendent on the Brow of Night, 
With words of living Fire, running bright 
Round the vast Dome, such as revealed were 
To him alone who read their Meaning right. 
Thro' Faith, (a) whose sole Eye could their Badiance bear! 

2. Feel grandly, then wilt thou iiVe grandly ! see 
Not with the Body's but the Spirit's Eyes; 
Be Spirit, then will all Things round thee rise 
To spiritual Grandeur, then will be 

(a) Alluding to Nebuckednezzar s Feast 4 
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Stamped with the Tokens of Immensity, 

Not like Man's feeble works built up inchwise ; 

Then will no Church however vast its size 

Suffice thy Soul : yet it is built for thee 

Already , the true Temple , it is here, 

But being too familiar, illknown, 

And on too vast a Scale , 'till ihy Thoughts bear 

More due Proportion to it ; wheo thine own 

Perceptions «hall be raised , thou wilt see clear 

What now to sensual sight is dimly shown ! 



■•* 



3. Live in it then! and jfeel that it is so! 
Live worthy of it! think that always thou 
Art in the Temple of the Lord, and how. 
How sinful it must be to think or do 
The least lUthing , or but oj" III to knoWf 
Thus in his very Presence; think that now. 
Nay , at all Moments , thy great Father 's Brow 
Is bent on thee , his Child , to watch thee ! oh , 
Give Ear unto the mighty Preacher, who 
Unseen himself is seen in all Things here , 
Whose Wisdom and whose Love , in Language true , 
Each smallest Thing recounts, forgetful ne'er 
Of him from whom its Being it first drew; 
And if this Thought bring to thine Eye a Tear, 
Oh! let it be a Drop of divine Dew 
Sent to requicken what in thee was sere , 
And all the Freshness of thy Heart renew ! 
Wipe it not from thine Eye, for thou mayst thro' ., 
It see the world in its real Sense appear , 
This sentiment alone is perfect Bliss, 
For then thou feel'st, in thee and it , what is; 
Thou seest it with God's JSyes^ that is to say^ 
Not in its quick Successions of Decay, 
But in its during Life , that is in His! 

Vol. IL 4 
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LOVB. 

O holy Love I thy feet do rest alone 
On this dull, sinwom Earth: with folded win^ 
Thou walLest here below, until Time bring 
Thine hour of freedom i yet the Angels own 
Thee for their Mate , as if already flown 
Back to the bosom of thy God; a Being 
Of aspirations vast, thou fain would' at wring 
Futurity from Fate , and build upon 
This narrow Earth a Paradise ; alas ! 
Tho' here below thou breath 'st the selfsame air 
Which Angels breathe aboye , thou canst not pass 
The Rubicon of Fate : still must thou share 
Life 's bitter draught unshrinking , 'till it has 
Tested and fitted thee for worlds more oure and fair! 

OS HOT LIVING HBBBLT Ul THB P4SSIRG HOUR. 

Strive still to feel thy whale self: let no Year, 
Still less one paltry Day, imprison thee 
In its scant limits : move at large, and free , 
Live thou aboi^e all Time, thus wilt thou ne'er 
Be the pale trembling slave of Pain and Fear; 
Feel thou the Being of a whole Life : be 
Conscious of all thy Moments, as the Tree 
Of all its Leaves, and like these when grown sere. 
Let thy past Joys be moulded into new; 
Feel thyself the Eternal which thou art. 
Then with the Eternal's Eyes thou 'It learn to view 
Calmly the Goods of Earth come or depart ; 
Time robs the Being of a Day , but to 
Thee he is nought , thro' thy sublimer Art 
Already of Eternity a Part! •— 

Falls not the dew upon the unseen flower 
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Which sweetens o'er the Wild? flows not the stream 

A solitary voice of praise, and beam 

Not on the Desert the bright stars in power 

And beauty , as a sign on high , tho' o 'er 

No rapt and upraised brow they shine ? to deem 

That these are useless or misplaced would seem 

Not less unwise than impious : before 

Th' allbounteous Maker let us humbly bow. 

And with Faith's eye discern the harmony 

Else viewed amiss: think not that all below 

Is made for thee, proud Man! the mystery 

Of Worlds unseen is not for thee, and thou 

Seligiantized^ art bat a link'twixt Earth and Sky! 

CHILDRBir . 

How lovely! lo! the Sunbeams 'round the Head 
Of yon' sofUleepiog Child are thrown , as 'twere 
An Halo 'round a newborn Angel ! dare 
To think so , and when that bright Wreath is fled 
Let bold Imagination in its Stead 
Behold that far diviner Grown still there 
Of lis own Innocence! this let it wear 
Constantly in thy Sight that thou mayst tread 
As in an Angel's Presence, ever so 
Regarding it , nor then wilt thou be wrong : 
For being treated as such it will grow 
Such really, yea! to thee will then belong 
A little Angel; and as one Lark's Song 
Ushers in all the Spring , so here below 
Around thee with thy Child all Heaven will throng! 

OD 8BLFDBH1A.L. 

Live simpljr, then wilt thou feel grandljr too! 
High Thinking and plain Living are more near 
Akin than thou believ'st : the last doth bear 
The former's Impress— give to ^U their Due: 
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To Sense that merely which is needful to 

A sound and pleasurable Being here: 

Thus will the spiritual man be clear - 

Ersighted , in his Loves and Hates more true! 

For Selfdenial has its Joys: more dear. 

Lasting, and sweet /rom what they cost u»! he 

AVho prunes all needless Wants, concentrates so 

His Mind oh better Things, thus truly free: 

'Tis not alone that simple Living be 

Best for our Weal , tho' that be something: no! 

It is the loftier Tone of Mind which we 

Thus gain: the Selfcommand that thence mast flow 

With all its noble Heritage, unfailingly 

As Water from the Spring ! 'till Passions low 

No longer move us: 'till we come to see 

Life's outward Goods as worthless, when we know 

What divine Joys from our own Bosoms grow! 

Denial, tho' it seem to rob of all 

The lesser Pleasures which like Manna fall 

On Life's hard Way, l)ecomes, as on we go. 

Thro' Love and Habit, sublime Luxury-. 

This Wonder is a Wonder of the Sky! 

For e'en from Want can Virtue Plenty call, 

And where naught seems , with Overwealth sapply: 

For Earth's least Joy resign 'd pour at our Feet 

Pleasure 'syii// Horn , Bliss lasting as'tis sweet! 

Then give, give, give! and still^oi<r*e/i'tf# deny! 

Give all, yea , even your own Hearts away. 

And God with his own Godlike Heart will pay 

Ye back a thoasandfbid! give all ye have, 

'Tis but returned to him who all first gave: 

Give like thy Father up in Heaven , then 

All that thou giv'st shall come to thee again 

S uUimed to th^ enlarged Opacity! 

The mighty Heart of all Mankind in thy 

One Bosom then shall beat: yea! thou shalt see 
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Earth's Beauty, and shalt feel Life's Blessedness 

With Hearts and Eyes of all thy Fellowmea ! 

And as each Grain, howsmallsoe'er it be. 

In the vast Bell, enjoy elh not the less 

The Music of the ff^hole, so shalt thou do: 

Of all Mankind enjoy the Happiness, 

As tho' the mighty Heart beat but for you! 

For each Part with the Whole when blended true, 

(Else, grainlike, lost in its own Nothingness) 

Enjoys the Whole, and j^c/ is itself too! 

Thus mayst thou press all Nature to thy Heart, 

The mighty Woman — like a mortal fFife, 

One with her, yet a Being still apart. 

Living i/» her, yet Life too oiher Life! 

BVEMIHC . 

The Eveningprayerbell from the Villagetower 
Steals, like a quiet blessing, on the Air, 
Dying away to Heav'n: the echos there 
Sound like responsive voices whidh the power 
Of sincere prayer calls from on high: each Flower, 
Each Grassblade and each Leaf, lies fresh and fair 
As cradled Hope: Heaven seems , as it were. 
Just blending with the Earth: the calm, soft hour 
Is as a Kiss of Peace, wherewith the Sky 
Hallows his Bride and fits her for Night's high 
And holy Commune , when Love 's mystic Zone 
Is boand around all things invisibly, 
And Nature's myriad Hearts their Chords retone: 
Eolian harps by Heaven's breath soft blown! 

WE HAVE ALL WE CAR HAVE IF WB PLEASE . 

Who thinks that future Gains or Goods will make 
Him happier than he is , or can be now 
Tho' living by the Sweat of his own Brow , 
Is much mistaken — all things /rom us take 
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Their value: and the coarse Bread, for -whose sake 
We toil , does to that very Labour owe 
Blessings the Bread of Ease can never know: 
What is more sweet than Water if it slake 
Real Thirst? and what can slake so well the real 
And divine Thirst of Heart, as Feelings pure 
And simple? the sole Thirst that can endure: 
In calm Selfconsciousness lies Man's true Weal: 
And with this thou art neither rich nor poor. 
But godlike! for 'tis God that thou dost feel! 

WABTAIVIIPHS. 

i . Upon the bloodstained Battlefield , when rise 
On heavenscaling Wing of impious Pride 
The shouts of Exultation, far and wide. 
Mingled -with deathgroans and the fearful cries 
Of Hate and Strife , a Curse that never dies. 
Firstborn of Evildeeds, with giantstride 
Shadows the Scene , and in its Gloom abide 
The false hopes that in human miseries 
And crimes are cradled: and the blood that reeks 
Up from the profaned Earth shall mingle ne'er 
With kindlier Elements , nor'dewlike bear 
Blessings to it, but barrenness: it seeks 
The soil from whence it rose , and withers there: 
And the fierce Triomphshouts , the dread Deathshrieks , 

2. With which man o'er his fellowman, like Beast 
Of prey o'er Beast of prey , exults, the Air 
On its indignant wing will never bear: 
Nature disclaims them , from her holy rest 
Shuddering she wakes, and Echos wild attest 
Her deep dismay: but from the Days which are 
As yet unborn , while Vengeance frowns afar. 
The Angel of eternal wrath shall wrest 
The scourge of Fate , and gathering on his wing 
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Past Elements of Guilt, the reeking gore 

Wliicb moistens not the Earth , the Gloom shall fling 

Of his dark Presence on Crime's Pomp and o'er 

His pride shall rain down Blood: thus Time doth bring 

A Sequel to the longforgotten deeds of yore ! 

ON WELLDOING. 

Who thinks that with Gold only he can do 
Beal Good is half a Fool — alas! what would 
Then be the Lot of all the Poor: the good 
And suflering Spirits thus left here unto 
The tender Mercies of the Rich?-— the true 
Welldoers are not those who really should 
Do most for their poor Brothers, and who could y 
If God had planned this fair World so that thro^ 
Wealth only its chief Blessings must be won; 
The Poor are the Welldoers, they give Aid 
Unto each other, and without Parade, 
Nor make an Tnsult of the Good that's done. 
The Beggar gives the Penny he has laid 
By £oT htmself-^ godlike, as God alone! 

ON NARROW UHBIBLBSANCTIONED PBIBSTPRBJUDICBS . 

1. Ye moleeyed Truthmonopolists, who cast 
The unchristened Babe from out your hallowed Ground , 
k there no Restingplace beyond the Bound 
Of your scant Choice? can in this World so vast. 
Which God, when all its Tribes before him passed, 
Blest'd and pronounc'd so good , no Nook be found , 
But what is hallowed by the vain Lipsound 
Of your unmeaning Words? ye Fools! the last. 
Poor, spurned Remains shall rest in Spite of ye. 
And on the Bosom of its God again 
The Soul repose , remingled free from Stain 
With its first Source , as sure and blessedly, 
As tho' ye had been by with Mockeries vain. 
Turning God's Broadday truth to Mystery! 
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2. Aye, ye may churchban such as will not pray 
With your own Forms and Words, as tha' they were 
Outirasts from Grace, yet are they still as neav 

To God's Salvation , and will Bud that Way, 

Better than ye , that leadeth not astray : 

They have a Temple still, a goodly, fair, 

And fitting Worshipplace , whose Walls are Air, 

Whose Roof the Sky itself .-wherein by Day 

And Night are Signs and Tokens that do preach. 

Better than Lip and Book, unto the Eye 

And Ear of Faith; a Wisdom within Reach, 

Yea! of the least Capacity, a Greed 

So simple that no Comment it can need. 

The pure Religion of Humanity! 

This World their Temple is! above their Head 

No timewom Roof by Man 's frail Hand begun. 

But the blue Ether like Faith's Banner spread; 

The Mountains are their Altar, and thereon. 

The fittest Incense, their own Hearts alone 

Are poured forth, like the Perfumes round them shed 

From all Earth's thousand Flowers, of which each. 

By being stilly what it should, doth preach 

In silent, yet intelligible Wise, 

The sublime Moral of Man's Destinies! 

3. This is the Temple of the living God! 
Built with his own Righthand, a Token high 
To witness for him , clothed in Majesty , 

As in his Shadow. Winds amid the Wood, 
These are the Anthem , which, in solemn Mood 
Blent with far Ocean's Dash, come floating by 
Upon the Ear, a Voice of Mistery, 
A Tone that sweeps upon us like a Flood , 
A Sound of mighty Waters that flow on 
Afar, and steal upon us like the sweet. 
Yet solemn Music of Eternity^ 



- .' 
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As heard of Eld ere yet this Race was run ; 
Snatches of a nowbroken Harmony , 
A Hometunefragment fading alltoofleet! 

THB SBEMIIfGBBGGA.R . 

A tattered, wayworn Beggar! verily. 
To sight it seems so, but how do ye know 
Thatgift^ of Glory, passing outward Show, 
May not be hid 'neath Rags and Poverty? 
He hath asked nought of thee, and passes by 
Like one who to himselfh\gh awe doth owe, 
A soul which will not for the body bow: 
And haply he hath more, than you or I , 
To give of that wherein all worth doth dwell; 
If we were stripp'd, we might the poorer seem: 
And God, when he would work a miracle , 
Even with such as these, whom men esteem 
The outcasts of society , loves well , 
Poor, scorned humanity from Insult to redeem! 

OR SBEUrO k CRAVBSTOSB* 

1 . And is this all that now remains 

Of Thee, thou good and lovely one. 
An idle Name, which, with some Pains , 
We trace upon this mossy Stone? 
2. 1 do remember thee in Days 

Of which thou wert the Hope and Light; 
But now this mocking Marble says 

That thou canst -no more bless my Sight! 
3. 1 do not weep : my Breast is too. 

Too full, to vent itself in Tears; 
But it doth think such Thoughts of you , 
As break the Heart of him who bears. 
4. Is this thjy Grave, thou lovely one! 

Art thou indeed beneath this Sod? 
And is it i who stand upon 

Th/" Grave I have Mercy on me « God. 
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5. Few Feet of Earth do sever me. 

From all I loved so well and dear : 
Few Feet! oh Thought of Mockery; 
So small the Space, andj-ef so far! 
5. Thou canst not hear my Cry of Woe, 

Or else thy gentle Voice would speak j 
Tho' Grief be noisy here , below 

'Tis Silence which no Tongue can break! 
7. Oh Grave, that thou wouldst ope to me, 

That crumbling Dust to Dust my Heart 
Might blend with hers, for ever be 

In Life and Death joined ne'er to part! 



LIFB. 



Life is a godlike Thing; as such then bear 
Thy Part in it — let nothing mean or base 
Find in thy Estimate thereof a Place , 
Theh wilt thou live u godlike : yet there are 
Who blame the Deity , and deem unfair 
Life's godlike Boon wellused —^ the Thoughts that raise 
The Spirit to its primal Seat—- the Days 
Of virtuous Toil for self or others : far 
Such vain Reproof from me : the Deity 
Has nought created evil— nought for woe. 
'Tis true we pluck Sin's bitter Fruit— but why? 
The Evil is all Man's both first and now. 
The Good all God 's . He gave the godlike Eye 
And Heart; if then we do not feel them so , 
And ute them so, the Fault in us niubt lie! 



RETRIBUTION . 



\ 



1. 'Tis not in vain we suffer and we toil! 
We have our own reward,: that inward light 
Which makes all clear; still 'mid the clouds, blest sight! 
Faith sees God's mighty arm, stretchd forth to foil 
Th' Usurper and his hosts : oft the recoil 
Of his own blow will shatter his frail might! 
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Oft ill his impious aims confoanding Right 

And Wrong, snatelike, the Evil will uncoil 

Its inert folds and^crush him ! yea! for he 

Who would, up to a certain point alone y 

Employ for base selfends its ministry , 

Still by its wider action is undone : 

It turns to baffle him; 'twere better play • 

With the Wildtiger, or the Ligtningsray ! 



2. For who can say, « thus far, no farther go, » 
Save God alone? can proud Philosophy, 
Of all the seeds which in the Future lie. 
Destined to bear their fruiU, say which shall grow. 
Or which shall not? alas! for Reason, no! 
His Logic and his Rules are vanity. 
When he would trace the ways of the Mosthigh; 
*Ti8 given unto Faith alone to Itnow , 
Of what 18 better still for mortals here , 
To doubt not that « whatever is j is right, » 
For Faith were not , if she had nought to bear : 
If needing other guidance than that light. 
Which coming from her God , alone makes clear 
The things of God unto the moral sight! 



TROB STRENGTH. 



1. Who is the happy warrior that nwy draw 
The sword of God, and wield it in his name? 
He who is free from all reproach and blame: 
Whose ends, like Heaven's own, are pure from Flaw ! 
He from its scabbard may pluck forth, in awe 
And holy fear, that sword, which , as a flame. 
Shall wither up his foes : then , whence it came 
Replace it with all speed, for not in war 
Doth Wisdom show her true supremacy; 
From out the Waste of Chaos to create 
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The fabric of pure Strength and Harmony , 

To base on Virtue an enduring state : 

This is her nobler task, her office high ; 

War makes the sudden Mighty, Peace i\i enduring Great! 



2. It is not strength of nerve or sinew may 
Draw forth God 's sword , tbo! tterculea should try : 
Yet to the chosen touch, impelled l)ut by 
Pure motives, yea! to a weak maid's Essay, 
As unto Joan of Arc's, 'twill straight give way. 
And with it they may work their mission high^ 
But should their hearts be touched with vanity. 
Ambition, or with selfish passion's sway. 
Its strength departs from it, it works no more 
Than brittle steel in mortal hand ; for ne'er 
In impure grasp hath it celestial power 
To lasting things; brute strength of Sinew here 
Over its like may triumph, but before 
Intfisibie Strength it bows in awe and fear! 

LOVBSCEliE . 

1 . She stood beside me » in the Shade , 

The starry Shade of Heavenablue, 
Whose Lamps, like nuptial Torches, made 
By Love eterne, their soft Light threw. 

2. She stood beside me , and my Youth 

With all its Dreams of Harmony 
Seemed in her Form to grow to Truth , 
And pass in living Beauty by. 

3. As erst thro' my own Heart they passed , 

Stirring it like Firstlove 's long kiss , 
So on my Sense they shone at last. 

And turned mjf Dreams to waking Bliss. 

4. She stood beside me like a Flower 

Bowed *neath the dewy Eveningair , 
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In modeat Fear, yet conscioos Power, 
I thought she never looked so fair. 

5. I took her Hand, it trembled so. 

And yet no Thought of Wrong was there. 
It trembled in its own deep Joy, 

As trembles Love alone and Prayer ! 

6. I gazed upon her pure , bright Face , 

Thro' which the Peace of Heaven shone , 
And Earth seemed as a holy Place, 

Which Angels themselves might dwell on. 

7. I could not speak—- mine Eyes where dim, 

And like a Child, I knew not why, 
I wept: for when Joy's Gup is brim , 

The Heart must waste some Drops or die. 

8. Waste , do I say ! it is not so , 

Love is no Miser of the Heart: 
To him there is no future Woe , 
He has no Seff, no meaner Part. 

9. Yet were it well that Passion's Breath 

Ne 'er flared to Waste his holy Fiame , 
That burniDg calmly on 'till Death, 
It lit us to an higher Aim . 

10. An higher Aim! and can there be 

An higher Aim than thus to love , 
Nought in the World to feel or see 
Save our own Bliss and Him above? 

11. Of all Thanksgiviiigs that are kuown. 

What for the God of Love so fit , 
As thus to be but Lovealoue, 

With /</« ov9n Self made one by it I 

12. Aye, Wisdom conies with Afteryears, 

The Wisdom of the niggard Brain, 
But the Heart loo a Wi«dom bears. 
An Akhymy ne'er fonnd- again. 

1 3. Love becomes Calculation , grows 

A Miser-^ not poured from the Heart, 
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Like to the Perfume of the Rose , 
No more our Beings but a Part . 

14. When I look, back on that sweet Hour 

Of Love and holy Tenderness, 
I feel that all Man's idle Lore 

Not like the Heart's least Beat can bless. 

15. I see again the wellknown Spot, 

I hear her light Step on the Ground, 
Long Years have flown since then, yet what 
Are they ? the Echo of a Sound . 

16. Methinks I see her as she stood , 

Wrapped in a Veil of Beauty by 
The calm Moonlight , which with a Flood 
Of Glory clothed her to my Eye . 

17. She looked an Emanation of 

That holy Light, and her white Vest, 
Like a Dovespluraage, seemed to move 
Above her gentlyheaving Breast: 

1 8. Soft as a Star her blue Eye shone , 

Yet turned in Bashfulness away. 
As if she feared to trust upon 

My prying Glance its telltale Ray. 

19. Yet to her Hand a gentle Thrill 

Th' involuntary Heart conveyed. 
For' mid his Artifice Love will 

Forget his Part , the first Time played. 

20. Timid her Hand she half drew back. 

And blushed as tho' 't had been broadday. 
But true Love is not wont to rack 
Or fling the Heart it seeks away . 

21. She turned in Virginmajesty, 

In simple Dignity of Mien, 
Nature alone shone in her Eye , 
In Gest or Look no Art was seen . 

22. Meaning no Wrong , and fearing none. 

She rayed me with a Smile of Light , 
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liike those which round a Child 's Brows run , 
When Nature prompts unfeigned Delight. 

23. Some Underwords she murmured low. 

Like a still Summerbrook at Eve, 
Their Sense! — I had no Ear to know*. 
But Love with them a Spell did weave. 

24. Modest, but frank and free, she came. 

Like Eye, and sought my throbbing Breast, 
And there her Image , aye the same , 
Lives by that first Embrace imprest . 

25. Thus was she wooed , and won , and wed , 

And Blessings to such Love are sent, 
A Centralfire , it burns selfTed , 

And brightens on 'till Life be spent. 

26. Not the Volcano's fitful Flames, 

That waste within and scorch around 
In their first Burst, and when Time tames. 
Leave for Joy's Seeds fireploughed Ground. 

27. But holy Warmth as of a Sun , 

Moulding a little World of Joys, 
Flowers and Plants , whereof not one 

Bears hidden Thorns, or Fruit that cloys . 

28. Blessings be on thee, holy Love! 

With thee it is indeed to live: 
For Love is Life! by thee we prove 

How most we have , when most we give . 

29. 'Tis Love who earns the Gifts of Faith, 

'Tis he who still works Miracles , 
And in his Might the Spirit hath 
A Tongue that utters Oracles . 

30. He sees the sunny Side alone , 

And in the Autumnleaf he views 
No Emblem of Decay, but one 

Of Beauty in its brightening Hues! 

31 . He shrinks not back from Grief or Pain , 

He has no Eyes or Ears for Doubt, 
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Thus in each Loss he finds a Gain , 
From each Fall rises up more stout. 

32. His wiser Mind can mould its State 

Unto the Shows of better Things, 
From earthly Chrysalis create, 

The perfect Form, the Angelswings ! 

33. Blessed , then blessed be his Name, 

And thine , my Love, my Spirit's Guide, 
Who taught his Worth, and still the same, 
Tho* long a Wife , art yet a Bride ! 

ODE TO PSYCHE. 

1 . Let not a sigh be breathed, or he is flown! 
With tiptoe stealth she glides, and throbbing breast 
Towards the bed , like one who dares not own 
Her purpose, and haljshrinks, yet cannot rest 
From her rash Essay : in one trembling hand 

She bears a lamp, which spai-kles on a sword^ 
In the dim light she seems a wandering dream 
Of loveliness : 'tis Psyche and her Lord , 
Her yet unseen , who slumbers like a beam 
Of moonlight, vanishing as soon as scann'd! 

2. One Moment, and all bliss hath fled her heart. 
Like windstole odors from the rosebud's cell. 

Or as the earthdashed dewdrop which no art 
Can e'er replace; alas! we learn full well 
How beautiful the Past when it is o'er. 
But with seal'd eyes we hurry to the brink. 
Blind as the waterfall; oh stay thy feet 
Thou rash one , be content to know no more 
Of bliss than thy heart teaches thee, nor think 
The sensual ejre can grasp a form more sweet 

3. Than that which for itself the soul should chute 
For higher adoration \ but in yain ! 
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Onward sbe iboves, and as the lamp's faint hnes 
Flicker around, h^r cbarm^'d eyeballs strain, 
For there he lies in undreamt loveliness! 
Softly she steals towards him , and bcufids o'er 
His slumberlidded eyes, as the Rose droops 
Its odors o'er a Lily: one caress 
She would but dares not take , and as she stoops , 
An oildrop from the lamp fell burning sore! 

4. Thereat, sleepfray'd^ dreamlike the God takes Wtng 
And soars to his own skies ;'wlkijl'e Psyche strives 

To clasp his foot, and fain thereon would cling. 
Bat falls insensate; know! thai he who gives 
His Love to sensual forms must fall'to Earth, 
Ye soil the soul who seek to please the eye? 
Psyche! thou shouidst have taken that high gift 
Of Love as it was meant, that mystery 
Did ask thy faith, the Gods do test our worth. 
And ere they gtant h^gh boons our hearts would sift! 

5. Hadst thou no divine Vision of thine own? 
Didst thou not see the Ot>iect'of thy Love 
Clothed with a Beauty to dull clay unknown? 
And could not that bright Image , far above 
The Reach of sere Decay, content thy Thought? 
Which with its Glory would have wrapp'd thee round. 
To the Gravesbrink , untouched by Age or Pain! 
Alas! we mar what Fancy's NYomb has brought 
Forth of most beautiful, and to the Bound 

Of Sense reduce the Helen of the Brain! 

WIHTBEEiaSSIOB. 

1. Winter, thy kind austerity'is dear 
To me as Summer's sunkissed cheek or Spring 
With all her Bloomluxuriance : thy wing, 
Which withers up the Glories t>f the Year, 

Fol. U. b 



\ 
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And with its Touch mdsies ]^af aiid Flower, sete,' 

With it rich Gompensaliion 9tiH doth bring , 

Sublimer Joys, that know no with^ing, 

By the World's Finger roark<ed not^ yet more near 

And dear to God for this! hail then to ihee, 

Homefostering Season , thine the Wing that fliea 

Bearing from Earth towards Eternity 

Time's choicest moments: thine the matual Eyes 

And Hearts that gravitate around one high 

And holy centre , LoToUhine are the goo4 ^Qct wi<et 

Here is his Altar : hither, from the height 

Of yon far sky, sa blessing Mid so Meat, - 

Does He descend, and an kit high behest, 

A thousand shapes of EdenbKss jthe sij^t 

Of his true votaries gladden : kete his wings 

Alone on Earth are folded ^ here we see 

(( His naked form alone as it should be » 

In its true beauty, and with him he brings 

Soft ghiBCes, gently iviorda, Reaitbamon;^, 

Stealing the thought from Life's yain murmurings! 

2. Here He dilluses:, from -hiis noblest throne, 
A Mother's breas^ wijbh.all her young ones nigh. 
The Glory of His Presence , when each Eye, 
And Heart, and Lip and Pulse, instinctive own 
His allpervading Might j oh ere they're flown ^ 
Offer to God such moments: from the sky, 
Methinks, an, Angel drops to bear on high 
The Smiles thtil^ man tie there ere they hate!grpwa 
Earthsoiled, or learnt with bitter Tears to w^» 
Thriceblessed smiles, we ne'er shall smile again 
In other days or climes , bnt in your stead 
The cold World brings us Selfishness and Pain i 
Our springtide Flowers are strewn abo^e the dead 
And wither on the Tomb, Mementos fon4> yet vain! 
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TRUE- VICTOR IBS. 

Truth has calm Conquests, where the Sword aad Spear 
Cati claim no Part — not loud or noisy, tho' 
Of mightiest Results: and from these ^ow 
The Blessings which with heartdeep Ties endear 
The Altar and the Fireside, and rear 
On the sublime Affections which thence grow 
(Eternal Pillars, proof against each Blow 
Of outward Chance and selfbetraying Fear) 
The State's vast Fabric, on its one sure Base; 
For brute Force reaches not unto the Thought 
And Heart of Man , nor can it thence displace 
One Prejudice— great Changes must be wrought 
By Men's best Feelings , /^ro' their ownselves: they 
Must work the Goodyor themselves, their own fFar, 
Else it is none to them, it is as naught: 
Let but the inward Eye of Reason first 
See clear, and leave the rest to them — the worst 
Of all Ways is bjr Force to make Men do 
That which alone can be reached surely thro' 
Their own Cooperation , their own Will 
And Feelings , which once forced, the Object still 
Remains imperfect, unattained, nay grows 
A hitter Evil} for the Wiseman knows 
That there is only one Compulsion hj 
Which men can be sublimely, certainly 
Impelled to godlike Things, and that is, of 
Truth , divine Truth, and still diviner Love, 
The Constraint of the God within the Breast, 
Whose Fiat gained , brings over all the Rest; 
And what are Nerve and Sword without the Heart? 
As Reeds within a Chjid's weak Grasp at best^ 
And with it ? lefis — what boots the meaner Part 
When that which is most godlike is possest? 
Then use them not : use Thoughts! these are the true 
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A ad viewless Bundles of the Ladder of 

All spiritual Greatness , far above 

Earth's Mists they Lift as, full in God's own View, 

The Jacohsladder which he sometimes descends too ! 

HATURB AND MAN. 

1. Nature ne'er toils in vain— there's not a ray, 
A dewdrop , raindrop, nor a breath of Air 
But mingles to one mighty end: her care 
For coming Ages and the passing Day 
Provides with equal ease; she ne'er doth stray 
From her high Aim, like Man, but everfair. 
As at Creation's dawn, she still doth bear 
Th' Eternal's blessing, and her destined way 
Pursues unerringly : with sovereign Might 
Creating from the relics of the Past 
Present and future Worlds ; her everbright 
And selfrenewed Elements outlast 
Man's puny monuments, and as the Blast 
Beareth away the Chaff, so in the Night 
Of dark Oblivion she wraps his pride. 
Giving his thoughts of Glory to the Wind : 
Crumbling to Dust the towering domes, whence blind 
And Idoladorations in old times 
Rayed forth their Darkness over half Mankind, 
Leaving a heritage of Woes and Crimes. 
The liundredgated Cities too must find 
A ready Grave, while Weeds and Wildflowers hide 
The sculptured Arch, in whose brief Mockery 
False Glory thought to live, thus all save Worth 
Remingles with the Dust from whence 't had birth. 
Nature reclaims her own , mysteriously 
Reshaping what has withered from the Earth ; 
Form varies still, but Matter cannot Die. 

2. Ringing her mighty Changes she moves on 
From age to age, in vain Time waves his wing. 
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From Past she draws the Future, from the Spring 
Summers and Winters endless, still the sua / 
Shines on the grave and cradle : one by one 
Earth 's boasted realms arise and sink , and fling 
Their shadows o'er the Future, like a thing 
Whose memory may not die , tho' all be gone 
That witnesses its Might and Glory to 
More recent Generations! still the Day 
Rises and sets in Beauty, their Cloud way 
The Storms still follow, and the starlit Dew 
Its sinless Tears as brightly weeps away 
As on the primal Eve when Earth was new! 

S. And still th' eternal Ocean from his Brow 
Repels the Injuries of Time, still rings 
The knell of Empires : on their untamed Wings 
Still o er the foamraaned Wave the fresh Winds blow 
Lifting it like a Warsteed's, 'till its snow- 
White crest streams on the Air : still , still Night flings 
Her starry Mantle o 'er the Sky, still sings 
The Vesperbird without a Note of woe! 
Oh holy Nature, thou art everbright 
With an Enduring Youth, still in thine Eye 
Undying beauty glows, and from thy Might 
Time turns, to seek some easier Victory! 
Still on the Storm the Rainbow sheds its Light, 
A sign to Man's dim Eyes unfadingly— 

4. And tho* the Earthquake from his slumber break 
Tift bat to fecundate the Soil : ihou ne'er 
Sowest in vain , nor shedd 'st the bitter Tear 
O'er idle and repented hopes! the ache 
Of misspent Years and Means can never shake 
Thy quiet Breast— th' alternate Throb of Fear 
And feverish Joy has leflt no quick pulse there. 
Not BO Irail Man! for every yaia Thought's sake 
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He barters his high Heritage , and bows 
Brutelike to Idolgods , and flings away 
The present Moments , on whose wings Time sows 
The Seeds of future bliss. Alas! Faith's Ray 
Is wanting, and those seeds the chilling Snows 
Of profitless Oldage shall kill for aye. 

5. Betwixt repentings and repiuings are 
His Days divided: and as we by Night 
Stumble on Shadows, which the dubious Light 
Transforms to Substance, so with Truth at war, 
And fancyslaved , Man shuns the Real and Near 
For the remote and braincoined Joys whose bright 
And hopegilt shapes dance on before his sight , 
Like Motes amid the Sunbeams, ever there. 
Yet everdistant, cheating to the Grave, 
O 'er which they fade into their native hue , 
And naught remains to witness for them , save 
Aiittle Dust which Time and Wind shall strew! 
Alas that Centuries should fleet in vain. 
Like the Birdstrack, and Man no Wisdom gain! 

9. Oft too Earth's great ones toil , yet leave behind 
No heritage of holy Lore, no trace 
Save that of a Shotstar, no Dwellingplace 
In the Heart's gratitude: th' ambitious Mind 
Stoops not to sow the Earth, but sows the wind , 
Thence reaping folly 's whirlwinds which eflaoe 
Sower and seed in Wrath , and strew the race 
Of his frail hopes in barrenness: for blind 
And selQsh counsels call down vengeance on 
The Head that plots them , in the meshes caught 
Of Fate's wide net: yet tho' so often taught. 
The Moral points some idle tale alone: 
Truth speaks from out the Dost of Worlds gotie by, 
A gathering tone of ages: on the ear 



or heedless Time it strikes for aye, yet ne'er. 
Till on the brink of dread Eternity 
He stays fais feeble flight, tho' strong and clear. 
Shall rouse him from Uis stupid Lethargy. 

ON KOT HATE1N6. 

Indulge in no IltWill, no Enmities, 
Or Envies — e''en Iht)' injured, let the Thought 
Pass from thy Mfnd , as if there had been naught 
To trouble thee, and thus, if thoa art wise. 
There will 6e realty naught — thine Enemy's 
fForst Malice has no Power to work thee aught 
Like that one 111 thoa thytelfma)L%ty when brought 
To hate : this casts thee out t)f Paradise , 
Casts out the Godhead from thy Breast, and is 
As if into the Foumainkead of BUss 
Thon badst tbrown Poison: but to lo've on still, 
And for thy Father 's sake to pardon , this 
After a godlike Fashion keep^ thy Will 
Pure, and thy Soul sublime and calm, like His! 
For where Love is , there is God too: no Space 
So small but can all Paradise embrace ! 

THOUGHTS ON PAST YOUTH. 

Sing, sing ye Birds, and welcome in young May, 
And o'er his Cradle strew your fairest Dies 
Ye Flowers, and ye green Leaves , wheree'er he lies, 
By Shadows numberless hid from the Day , 
Make soft his Bed, and sweeten all his Way 
With freshest Perfumes, that when he shall rise, 
No Sign of Winter meet his laughing Eyes, 
Forgotten , like a Sorrow passed for aye: 
A Sorrow! lo! and at the Word, close by 
Joy's Side, the dimseen Spectre stands, like to 
His Shadow, Step for Step, forever nigh! 
Thus all this Loveliness I wander thro'. 
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Serves but to bring the Tear into mine Eye: 

And yet 'tis less of Pain, than Ecstacy ! 

'Tis sublrnied by the Feeling of the True, 

The Godlike, which supplies the JDr^am of Youth: 

And who would not exchange a Dream for Truth , 

However sweet? thus what / have not is 

Far fairer, yea! e'en that which/ do taiss 

Is richer, than what others have: they dream 

On still , and are not yet, but only seeiA ! 

And tho' these Harbingers both Youth and Spring 

With the fresh Heart back unto them may bring , 

Yet something more than Youth or Spring have I, 

The inward Sentiment unchangingly 

Of Being as a Whole, with which there is 

Nor Youth nor Spring , nor Time nor Place, but Bibs 

And Heaven , for. by it we grow as one 

With God, and feel in all Things him alone, 

That is, tK Eternal! thus in Feeling we 

Are now what we shall realljr someday be , 

Nay, really too: for what is more real than 

Our Feelings? are not these the Soul of Man ? 

And if we are the God within us, then 

We are more than we know , while yet mere Men, 

And yet by Faith, altho' we do not know 

All that we are , we still feel ourselves so ! 

Off A PAIVTING. 

Hail ! blessed Art , which pour'st the bright sunbeam 
Upon my sight, when clouds are thick in heaven , 
Like flocks, before the sheepherd Southwind driven 
To pasture on gi^y.mountaintops: a dream - 
Of Summerloveliness I see: that stream 
Which thro' the rocks his foaming path has riyen > 
To which a few brief pencilstrokes have given 
The Marks of age's workings, by the gleam 
Of the sunset is flushed: and, gorgeous Sight 1 
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A eloudarched rainbo^w mantles all the air 

With humid glory , while the dewdrops bright 

Speak of a passing shower: o er a fair 

And gentle slope with woods and pastures dight , 

Foldwards the nibbling sheep Eve's dewy star doth light . 

FAITH. 

Yes, I will have sweet Visions: I will be 
A child in soul, that still my eye and ear 
An ample heritage of Joy may cheer: 
Still shall the World be clothed with Poesy, 
As with a Garment: dull Philosophy 
Shall not explain away one note I hear 
Of Echo 's mystic voice, sent chiming clear 
From the deepcavemed crags: from doabt still free. 
By Faith I'll realize what else is naught 
But idle sound: as in the days of yore, ^ 
With lofty Impulse shall that voice be fraught, 
And admonitions to the passing hour: 
Still shall a miracle for me be wrought 
By Weekdaymeans , for such is Faith's high power! 

PLBA.SUBB8 . 

Say what is Pleasure? sensual joys decay. 
Returning to the dust from whence they came: 
Brute passions waste themselves in their own flame: ~^ / 

And their spent ashes not one genial ray. 
To kindle up a J^oy for Afterday , 
Retain: they desecrate this mortal frame. 
The temple of the soul, and leave the same 
A shattered tenement of mouldering clay: 
All these are of the Earth , and tho' enjoyed 
Unto the height, still surfeited and cloyed 
They leave us, wondering whither all has fled: 
Tru« Pleasure by high faculties employed 



74 IliSCELLARBOUS MBCBS • 

To high and during Ends is nourished, 

Which flourish most, when sense grows dull and dead. 

WISDOM . 

We should do as the flowers; e'en as they 
From their unsightly roots derive the true 
Lifesap of Being, and the perfect hae 
Of Beauty, so should we, from day to day 
( Subjecting vilest things to reason's eway,) 
Mak.e them subservient to higher Ends 
Than they seem destined for; thus Wisdom lends 
Value to earthly passions: her strong ray 
Consumes that which is gross in them , and to 
A calm , clear flame their nature purifies; 
For all things here are but as trials thro' 
Which the Will gains its noblest victories 
O'er Earth's brute foes : enduriugly it plies 
Its task, and reaps the triomph which is due « 

FBBBDOM • 

1 . What need of Uproar, Violence, and low 
Brute Strength , to work out such a holy End 
As that whereto all Goodmens 'wishes tend? 
Let no unfitting Means inform the Foe 
That we so ill true Freedom's Nature know. 
As to believe ourselves compelled to rend 
Intwain Law 's holy Bonds , ere we can bend 
Unreason's stubborn Will to Truth! not so! 
Law is iiself the mighty Lever by 
Which Wisdom works } and when the moral Weigbt 
And Strength of an whole People vnth it try 
Conclusions , it can build up a Freestate 
From the Foundations, yet afi noiseleasiy. 
As Truth her fairest Fabrics can create ! 
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2. Why shoald the millionvoiced People make 
Vain Uproar, like a Child! like one who knows 
Not his own Strength? when in the calm Repose 
And Consciousness of toiling for Man's sake. 
E'en with its slightest Whisper it can break 
Asunder all the Shackles Custom throws 
Upon its Neck , and with the viewless Blows 
Of Truth omnipresent destroy the Snake, 
The manyheaded. Prejudice — let each 
Man claim his Rights, and be the Rights of one 
As sacred to his Fellow as his own , 
For such they are if rightly looked upon! 
Then shall a chain be forged whose Links will reach 
Down to the Beggar, strong in Right to teach 
E'en the proud Monarch trembling on his Throne, 
That Spear and Sword are powerful to preach 
Obedience to Slaves and Fools alone! 

4 GHUBCHYA-RDSPORTIKG CHILD. 

I saw a child at play beside a Grave : 
With mouldering bones for playthings , he , most wise, 
Robbed death of all his terrors, and his Eyes, 
His laughterbeaming Eyes, no symptoms gave 
Of thoughts dulled by that neighbourhood , none save 
Such as to Afterlife stern Time denies : 
When we have learnt that all its mockeries , 
Which fret the heart's quick pulse, Hope's feverish slave , 
Still leave us naked on that aweful brink! 
Unconscious as the flowers, he did play : 
While selftormenting Age would stand and think 
How bubblelike Earth's pleasures pass away, 
He , great Philosopher , disdains to shrink 
From selfcoined fears, or lose the passing day; 
The grave's to him like anyother spot. 
For Thought, Jay s Murderer, yet haunts it not! 
As yet the Spectre sleeps ! and there he lies , 



V 
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Strange Hieroglyphic of Man's Destinies, 
Like some Jull,Jt'esh Belief by Nature's owb 
Ingenious Hand caryed upon Mankind's old 
Sarcophagus , by which , not so much told 
As hinted at, the Riddle of his Lot 
Is typedj: how , as the Bones within it rot , 
From old Decay new Being straight must rise! 

THB PAIHTBB. 

His Lovetask's done , his task of young delight. 
His wide domain of pleasure, pleasure brought 
By Hope from a far Future , richly fraught 
With golden dreams , that Time , alas! may blight^ 
Bedtime arrives, yet still he feasts his sight 
On his loved picture , nor can think of aught 
Besides : with many a wistful glance 'tis sought 
E're visioned sleep upon his lids can light; 
These are the Names for Immortality : 
Of such stuff are they made upon whose brows 
The Muses bind their wreaths : they have no eye 
For the world's pelf and pleasures, their heart knows 
Bat one high hope, which failing they must die. 
From their own breasts the world they seek for grows ! 

SONG TO FREEDOM. 

1 . A Crust of Bread and Liberty , 

With thee , oh God, is all I seek: 
Content with these to live or die , 

A Rock, whatever Storms may break. 

2. The base Heart that th'immortal Mind 

Entombs within the living Grave 
Of sensual Joys and Pleasures blind « 
Such Bliss as mine shall neyer have . 

3. But shall return unto the Dust 

Of which 'tis made, as brate Beasts may. 
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In Life and Death alike accurst, 
A barren Heart , a Soul of Clay . 

4. The Monarch 'neath his gilded Ties, 

I envy not, not I, a Jot, 
I laugh at such Strawdeities, 

Fooled and befooling's still their Lot! 

5. The Pride of Wealth , the Pomp of Power , 

Have naught to charm my sober Eye, 
I cast them in Truth's Balance sure , 
And up they mount, a full Mile high ! 

6. The Fame that from Men's false Lips won , 

Is less worth than the Wind's fleet Breath, 
The Puff of Folly, blown and gone. 
True Fame springs surest after Death ; 

7. The Seed Ambition sows on Earth 

Grows up apace , and fruits rightsoon , 
But 'tis of Ashes , and its Worth 
Is fitted well for Folly's Boon . 

8. The Joys of Earth what matter they 

To one whose Mind a Kingdom is. 
In utter Scorn he turns away, 
A nobler Sceptre far is his. 

9. Allhail, true heartborn Liberty, 

For if thy Temple be not there. 
Thy Worship's but a Mockery , 

Thy Name an empty Breath of Air. 

10. There is no Prison for the Soul , 

It triomphs over Time and Space^ 
And wings its Flight to that bright Goal 
Where Mercy shall each Woe efiace . 
11.1 thank thee God, for thou hast given 

To the true Hearts that in thee Trust, 
A Might, which, like the Fire of Heaven, 
Melts e'en the Prisonbars to dust! 
1 2. Light of our Light , Hope of oar Hope , 

The Sun shines but for thee and thine. 
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There is no Bliss unless we ope 

With Freedom's magicwaod the Mine . 

1 3. What is the golden Heavenslight , 

When in the Shadow dark of Death 
And Slavery , the Soul 's true Night , 
The Spirit draws its stinted Breath? 

1 4. That Light can enter not the Heart, 

It is no Sunshine of the Breast, 
It cannot soothe Despondence' smart. 

The Consciousness that knows no Rest. 

15. Then wellcome Liberty, with thee. 

All Climes are fair, all Sorrows light. 
For the sweet Thought that we are free 
Makes e'en the Desert glad and bright. 

16. Heir of a boundless Patrimony, 

The Soul may still expatiate 
Thro' Heaven and Earth, below on. high. 
In Pleasures that can never sate. 

17 . Then give me but a Crust of Bread, 

Oh God, in thy high Service free. 
And I will yield whole Worlds instead. 
For where thou art, must all Things be! 

THE PER. 

Behold the mighty Engine, which o'erthrows 
The Tyrant's Throne, that can controul his will. 
And paralyze the Hand upraised to kill; 
That with Thought's viewless, but resistless Blows, 
Can shatter down all Barriers that oppose 
Truth 's onward Progress : with which she can still 
Uphold.her aweful Rights, and yet not spill 
One Drop of human Blood! for Wisdom kxiow< 
Even with such weak Instrument to break 
The Sword and Spear, and all the palpable Might 
Of Walls and Annies! yea ! for she can make 
With tiiis the Hearit of Men to heat aright/ 
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True Strength is in true Feeling / let thi9 wake , 
And God's Rightarm is present in the Fight! '^ 

THE MORAL LBSSOnS TO BE LEARNT FROM BATURE . 

Behold yon Flower of the Field , which grows 
Jast in my Path ! the next more heedlessly 
May tread it down, with unobservant Eye 
Of its so modest Beauty : yet it throws 
Its Perfume on the Air, and boldly shows 
Its Blossoms^ caring not how soon , or by 
What Chance, they may be marred— oh Man, and why 
Wilt thoa not do likewise ? that Flower owes 
Thee neither Scent nor Colour , and yet naught 
For this doth grudge thee! were thy Saul but wrought 
To such Perfection as that Flower, how, 
How little wouldst thou have to learn !~ go now 
And male it so — untroubled by one Thought 
0( coming 111, perfect thyself, wheree'er 
If. has pleased God to place thee: thou art near 
To him, in every Spot alike, and that 
Is what the godlike Mind should labour at! 
Grudge no Man aught , but like that Flower be 
Honiiicent,e'en to thine Enemy, 
And, like it, live as if there were no Woe, 
For thus believing, thou wilt make it so! 
Happy as it , in Sunshine and in Shower, 
Blooming content, tho' but for one brief Hour. 
Life, rounded by one little Day, if quite 
Enjoyed is perfect— is all that it might 
Or could be made—- a thousand. Years could not 
Make it more truly Life, no, not one Jot* 

ODE TO PSYCHE . 

1 . Why stand *st thou thus at Gaze ^ 

In the faint Tapersrays, 
With strained Eyeballs fixed upon that Bed? 
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Has he then flown away. 
Lost, like a Star in Day, 
Or like a Pearl in Depths unfatbomed? 

Alas! thou hast done very ill. 
Thus with thine Eyes the Vision of thy Soul to kill ! 

2. Thought 'st thou that earthly Light 
Could then assist thy Sight, 

Or that the Limits of Reality 

Could grasp Things fairer than 

Imagination 's Span , 
Who communes with the Angels of the Sky? 

Thou graspest at the Rainbow, and 
Wouldst make it as the Zone with which thy Waiat is 
spanned ! 

3. And what find 'at thou in his Stead? 
Only the empty Bed ! 

And what is that when no more hallowed by 

Imagination? a mere Sty 
For Sensualism to wallow in , 

To which thy Fault is near akin; 

Thou sought 'st the Earthly and therefore 
The Heavenly is gone , for that must ever soar! 

4. For the bright World of 
Pure and boundless Love 

What hast thou found? alas! a narrow Room! 

Put out that Light, 

Restore thy Soul its Sight, 
For better 'tis to dwell in outward Gloom , 

Than thus, by the vile Body 's Eye, 

To rob the Soul of its Infinity! 

5. Love, Love has Wings and he 
Soon out of Sight will flee. 

Lost in far Ether to the sensual Eye, 

But the Soul's Vision true 

Can track him, yea! up to 
The Presence and the Throne of the Most High: 
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For thence he is, and tho' he dwell below. 

To the Soul only he his genuine Form will show! 

Oh Psyche, Psyche, 'tis by our own Thought 
That Heaven's Gifts to fit Use must be wrought, 
fiat what the Soul itself can scarcely grasp. 
Thou in thine Arms wouldst sensually clasp! 

TBB POST. 

He should not live alone , but in the bright 
And holy intercourse of Heart with Heart : 
This keeps it healthy, and makes clear the Sight; 
And Fancy with Life's coarse, stale Bread, when right- 
-Ly mixed improves it much, a little Leaven 
Will leaven the whole Lump, a Touch of Heaven 
Sublimes in Life's Ingredients what is base. 
Else his quick Spirit wears the. vital part 
Turning against itself with ceaseless smart 
Of fretting Thoughts and Fancies, 'till the light 
Of heaven is given back in partial rays. 
Or with false brightness from the clouded soul : 
Which, like an illfed Lamp, no more can blaze 
With pure and steady radiance, a Whole 
At unity within itself, but strays 
In smouldering Flashes far from its true goal . 
Those only a dit^ine Refreshment win 
From Fancy's Fount , who thereat learn to slake 
A heavenly Thirst, but to the Taste of Sin, 
Each Drop is Bitterness, a fresh Heartache. 

2. The Worid is not for him , nor sudi as he. 
Whose hearts are, like the Nightingale's, all Song 
And Melody — he fain would dream that wrong , 
\ Cold hate, and selfishness, may never be 
Sown on his path by time, that ever free 

yol. J I, 6 
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From the low Passions of the wrangling Throng, 
His Soul may dwell apart! alas, ere long , 
He too must pluck, from off Life's bitter Tree 
The Fruit of Knowledge like the rest, and know 
Youth's Edengates are shut on him for aye ! 
That thro' this world of Prose he too must go» 
Must see hit bright world fading far away , 
Compelled to draw the Breath, so Wle and low » 
As seems to him, of this iamiliar Day ! •— 

3, Tenth is a Magicmantle. which we fling 
Around us , and among our Fellows , we 
Breathe, moye at they, but not o/them : we see 
A Land of Promise , where on golden Wing 
Eternal Pleasure broods : Pain with Life's Spring 
As yet has mixed no Bitterness . With Arms 
Outspread , we seek to grasp a World of Charms, 
An Immortality of Bliss— but ere 
They meet upon our Breast , all disappear ! 
Oh 'tis a bitter Feeling, thus to wake 
From the sweet Dreams of Tooth , and feel alone 
On this, cold, selfish Earth: the bright world blown 
By Fancy 's divine Breath , wherein we make 
Our Fairysodjoum , where our young Hearts slake 
Their first, deep Thirst, from Fountains of their own,. 
Burst like a Bubble, and for ever gone . 
No more, no more , oh nerer more the Heart 
Such Honey for its Hive may set apart. 
So think 'st thou , yet not rightly. Life there is 
Ileal, sober Life , beyond that Dream of Bliss! 
A Magic, that to Sense's dull Eye can 
Make real the World which eu a Dream began. 
That World exists , the Hall of Wonder too 
Is here : make but thine Eyefirufit to viem. 
For 'tis more vast than even Fancy 's Span; 
And then , as if the World were dirystal, thro' 
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It shalt thou trace the meaning of the plan! 

Then wake, thou young Day dreamer, from thine Eye 

Dash the vain teardrop, still life's Duties high 

Will yield a nobler World — a surer Way 

To Bliss : Life's beaten Highroad , tho' it may 

Seem unpoetic, most be trodden by 

The true Apostles of Humanity. 

Then be not thou ashamed to tread where they 

Haye gone before thee — the true Poesy 

Of Life is in the Heart, and everywhere 

This Fount is flowing if thou has the Art 

To 6nd it : let not then thine own be dry. 

The highest Poetry is that which can 

Grasp and sublime the daily Life of Man . 

For Man is godlike-^ what concerns him then 

Asks and inspires the sublimest Pen : 

Calls for the Poet's heart and Prophet's eye. 

Then go, mix with thy Fellownen, go share 

Their Sorrows and their Joys : graft thine own Heart 

On every Heart, thus as one shall it bear 

The Impress of what all together are , 

The Godlike— yea, of God himself! then dare 

Still to despise the World, yet in it play thy Part! 

4. The Heart should beat in holy unison 
With kindred Hearts , as star shines back on star 
In the same constellation , which afar. 
United, shed a wider Light than one 
By one, could singly fling : 'tis liOve alone 
By which man nears his Maker : far and near. 
With his bright zone of beauty. Sphere to Sphere, 
World unto World , and Heart to Heart , and Sun 
To Sun, he binds; from thd Earth's meanest thing. 
Tea! from the Worm , by Link and Link, on high 
To hia Skythrone he mounts, beneath hia wing 
Gathering ftU ahapes of Being! oh that I 
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Might win unto my yerse his Ministiing, 
For he can turn e 'en dross to Gold of Poesy • 



LOVE. 



E'en Superstition , when the soul of Love 
Hath entered into it, is holy made; 
So beautiful, almost it might persuade 
Us to believe, that he, who up above 
Knows each least heartpulse , would not e'en reprove 
The Error and the Ignorance, arrayed 
In Faith *s pure garb, unconsciously displayed 
In forms which God's own word doth disapprove! 
The spirit makes the form : and if there be 
No Love, 'tis all but idle ceremony 
AVhere no worth is; one prayer will fail of Grace, 
Tho* perfect in all points of orthodoxy; 
While that which Superstition's forms de&ce. 
Can e'en to these win divine ministry I 



DOTY. 



Would everyman but of his duty do 
A tithe , this Earth were as a Paradise ! 
Then would the victory be for the wise , 
The good, and virtuous, and not unto 
The sword and spear, the brutestrong , who undo 
Their fellowmen and rend intwain the ties 
Which bind all hearts to holy ministries : 
Those ministries, which, like pure ore, run thio' 
The common bosom of this weekdaylife; 
But we do lend ourselves to brutish strife , 
Blind tools in a blind hand: we violate 
Truth, Justice , Mercy, and ourselves deprive 
Of their high blessings, learning , but too late, 
Th£^ OB all sin selfpuniskment must wait . 
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TIME. 

Time has as many faces as the year 
Has days , or the day hours , every one 
I>»th vary , even as we look upon 
It through the Medium of Hope or Fear; 
One sees but smiles, another, naught but sere 
And wrinkled traces left by Joys long gone; 
The Wiseman welcomes each , a Friend unknown 
\Vho for him may good testimony bear, 
When every other witness pleads in vain; 
Of Judgment's aweful scales one small sandgrain 
May turn the balance, and Eternity 
By these despised fractions man must gain ; 
'Tis ours to turn the moments as they fly , 
To gold that shall pass current up on high! 

OhOkCB. 

Oh bitter Age, that leaves us all alone 
On this cold, selfish Earth, e'en as it were 
A blighted Tree, while round us young and fair 
Are putting forth their Leaves of Joy, o'ergrown 
With springtide verdure , in strange contrast shown 
With our most sapless boughs : alas! stem care 
Grows doubly 'neath the snows of age : 'tis there 
He lays his icy Hand on us, and one 
By one , the Heart its Joys aside must lay. 
Too old to make new Ties : oh let me be 
Snatched from this Earth, ere yet the last faint Ray 
Of bliss be fled— let me not live to see 
The graves of those I love , but pass away 
Ripe yet not old , as seasoned fruits drop from the Tree! 

2. Oh who would ask the barren boon Years? 
That Curse which selfish souls alone can bear ; 
^When the Heart shut within itself, of Air, 
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Love's vital Air deprived, no hopes or fears 
Save for its own base being feels . Time sears 
The noblest spirits most, for these must share 
Their Hearts with other Hearts , to /iVe: 'tia there 
His gifts are desolation; each Year wears 
The Temper of the Soul, and dulls the keen 
Edge of enjoyment ; true Hearts ne 'er survive 
The Hearts they love, but like Roseleaves, I ween. 
When one has dropt, the rest balfwithered live 
But for a Moment and then fall unseen. 
Is it to live, when Life's no honey in the Hive? 

OH USING THE P&B8BHT . 

Fools that we are, each year ebbs quick away 
To the dark Ocean of the Past, and sows 
No Seeds of Wisdom on Time 's Shore : so throws 
The Wave its barren Birth of Noise and Spray 
Upon the unproductive Strand : thus aye, 
At each Year's End, untaught by former Woes, 
We vainly stretch our arms to clutch the shows 
Of coming Bliss, as Babes at times would lay 
Their young Hands on the Moon, and deem it nigh. 
We laugh at them, as tho* forsooth we were 
Less Fools than they; but Fate to Mockery 
Still turns the puny thoughts with which men dare 
To grasp the Future , and a barren lie 
Is all Time brings, to teach them what they are! 

TRUB STRBHGTH. 

Wouldst thou know what true strength is? ask of Him, 
The great Doubtsolver , He will bid thee look 
Back to when Fame from her broad trumpet shook , 
With her whole Breathing , names which now are dim , 
Whose works are dust, for of their life , a whim, 
A selfish glory was the only aim: 
And thus they sunk to whence their trophies came! 
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For those alone which Time approves, by Time 

Are spared j look once again , and thou shalt see 

Names which Fame's trump scarce deigned to whisper Id Kh, 

Grown into types of Glory and of Worth, 

To Blessings wide as air; so let it be! 

For thus are Truth and Wisdom justified 

Of all their children , tho' by fools denied!— 

TBB caivB. 

The Grave ! what is there in that name to wake 
Un pleasing thoughts, or image of decay? 
The flowers shun it not, the sweet birds play 
And sport around it, why should we then make 
Our fancies busy thro' the Earth to break. 
And see the fleshless bones that 'neath it may 
Be crumbling into dust? oh rather say, 
« See , from decay how soon new life doth take 
Its natural Being, even so shall we! 
A mighty teacher is the Grave; one hour 
Spent in a Churchyard, from the world set free. 
And all its nothingness, will teach thee mora 
Of life, and thy own Being's mystery. 
Than the vain theories of man's booklore! 

POVBRTT. 

Giver of hidden gifts! sweet Poverty, 
Heartchastener , yet in Love : tho' thou art one 
That walk'st on Earth unwelcom'd, and men shun 
Thy face of veiled beauty, where we see 
Bat a faintraying glory, as may be 
Starlight thro' mists , which seem as tho' they shone 
Dimeyed on this cold Earth , where Care has run 
With Sin his Rounds^ mocking Man's hollow Glee 
And lipconstrained mirth, yet thou , like these. 
Art bright beneath as Truth : the filmy Veil 
Which dims , is on the Eye alone that sees 
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Thee thro' its sensual medium; tho* pale, 
'Tis not the curse that dulls the Bed of Ease^ 
The worn Heart , the Afifections false and stale! 



THE STBBAM. 



Here will I stretch me , thou sweetbabbling Stream , 
A ad, listening to thy merry carol, make 
My Heart as light as thine : here will I shake 
Off, like a wornout vest, the thoughts, I deem. 
Thou never lent'st thy Music to : how gleam 
The frolic bubbles on thy wave , and break 
Not like Man's fretting hopes, for these no ache 
Leave on thy quiet Breast; oh it doth seem 
A goodly sight to see thee bounding on 
This passing Day , as bright as when the Sun 
First lit thy laughing Waters: not one stain 
Of least pollution in them ,110 not one 
Sole drop of bitterness ; 'gain and again. 
Thou minglest with thy Source in Dew and Rain! 

ODB ON k CREBK-VASB . 

1. Oh! Time, how gently hath thy hand, which &II5 
So heavy , in its silence , on the Pride 
And Pomp of ages , and on Tyrants' walls. 
Conveyed this antique Vase, wherein abide 
Voices and Echos of a bygone day : 
Dreams of the Past, of Glories now no more; 
Which, like the murmurs from the seaborn shell. 
Haunt it from that far world, from whence its ray 
Of Inspiration comes ; oh Time thy Power 
Has fallen on it with a gentle Spefll, 



•♦•»■ 



2. A qujet Hallowing, which man 'a works still 
Must wait for, 'till they have become as thine: 
'Till thou has taken them from him, to fill 
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Them with Tradition 's magic and entwine 
Thoughts of eternal things with passing formal 
Thou hast dealt with this relique of old days^ 
As with thy lapchild, save of novelty , 
Robbing its form of naught; around it plays 
The halo of forgotten years , whose storms 
Have scathed it nqt nor marred its tracery! 



■^•— ■ 



3. Oh wonderful the spell of Soul, wheree'er 
It dwells, in words, or hues, or stone express 'd, 
A something not of them, yet ever there. 
Making the common clay its power attest ', 
And here Time's fleeting elements are made 
The types of changeless, calm Eternity; 
Ton' brook in silverfoam , that dashes down 
Yon sunclifiTs brow, then flashes thro the shade. 
Emblems, in moving immobility, 
A changelessness in Nature not its own! 



■*•• 



4. And on itd Wildflowerbrink a happy band. 
Where forth in light it dances from the shade. 
As fixed by stroke of some enchanter 's wand. 
Are seated, where the sunproof boughs have made 
A pleasant Covert , lushgrown Eglantines , 
With Honeysuckles making sweet the air : 
Still dewbesprent and cool, tho' midday shines; 
Whence come ye, happy souls, from what far land. 
Where never sun shone on a brow of care , 
Nor time your hours of bliss e'er marred or spann 'd? 



5. Ye call unto my thought some pleasant dream » 
Whid^ I have had in my own boyish days^ 
When not yet disinherited we seem 
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To scatter from oar eyes the Heayensrays, 
And wear upon oar Backs the Angels' wings: 
And there ye are , and there ye still will be , 
In your own joyous raerrimeDt the same, 
Howe 'er o'er us frail mortals Time may flee , 
Bringing and bearing off but earthly things , 
Thus warning us to seek a higher aim!-i- 



6. Farewell! yet at some future day I hope 
To meet such faces and such smiles as yours. 
In a far land that gives us nobler scope 
For Being, than this sinworn mould of ours: 
A blessed place , where all that 's noblest here , 
Perfected, purified, shall live again: 
Where all the Aspirations, Faculties, 
That slept in us , or dimmed by hope and fear. 
Shall wake in beauty 'neath those ampler skies, 
Realities, not longings formed in yain! 

T1MB. 

'Tis not to measure time, to mark each hour. 
Each moment , and each second , as they fly 
Upon a Clock: the true Timepiece doth lie 
But in the Heart : there let us ask his power 
And worth , the use we put him to , what dower 
The mighty one has left us: misery 
And barrenness , or seltcontent with high 
And holy thoughts , true Honey in life's flower. 
For Life is not made up of fourscore years , 
Of ninety , or a hundred , but of deeds , 
By which Man works his Maker's praise , and rears 
A lasting heritage: few years the seeds 
Of life eternal want , so Time but bears 
Moments wellspent , God asks no more , nor Justioe needs ! 
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2. Alas, shortsighted mortals that we are! 
We measure Time but as a part of nigh 
And fleeting Time, not of Eternity , 
And estimate amiss: thus in the snare 
Selflaid we fall: we neither know nor care 
To know its relative worth , for erringly 
We look but at this « Nowi » thus the Mindseye, 
Falseruled and used to Dwarfriews , has no Art 
To measure true proportion , or compare 
Great things with small: and as fond Childhood deems 
His Holyday an age, and hives each part 
As tho* it were life's all , so too it seems 
Man clings to Earth, foi^etful of his Dreams 
And Hopes sublime , and gives away his Heart 
To Mammon for the Dross which idly gleams . 



MIGBTSTOBM . 



1 . There is a breathless stillness in the sky , 
But not of rest: the clouds in sullen speed 
Are mustering , from all quarters , to some deed 
Of darkness, and in Soughs the Winds moan by: 
Tis thus the Mind its evil Energy 

Summons to some fell Act, yet shrinks in dread 

Anticipation of the crime: o'er head 

The vault of Heaven darkens momently. 

As with a scowl of hate: while Earth below , 

Like one intently listening, stirle^s lies. 

Yet quivering with Suspense , ere yet the blow 

Descend: but hark! the bosom of the Skies 

Is rent asunder, and in headlong flow. 

The Entrails of the stonn rush forth with hellish noise 

2. See how the murky clouds are rent in twain 
By the indignant Thunderflash , that leaps 
Forth to the glorious strife , ploughing the deeps 
With light unutterable: then again 
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Thick darkness shrouds the earth, and the loud raia 

Pours down on the mad blast: and now there sweeps , 

Such as might dazzle e'en the eye that sleeps 

In the still Tomb, a flash that tarns the rain 

Into a liquid fireshower, a stream^ 

Of diamonddrops, while Earth seems poised in Air, 

A Scene of fairy wonders , and eadi gleam 

Reveals her to the sateless sight more iiair 

In preternatural beauty, 'till she seem 

Created out of sights and sounds that never were 

Dreamt of in Poet's wildest Phantasy! 

Haw far Reality can triomph o'er 

Man 's dim Conceptions, and the shallow Lore 

On which he prides himself: but see, the Sky 

Works free from Rack, and the dark Vapors fly. 

Like Birds of evil Omen , from the Power 

Of kindlier Elements, that now once more 

Resume, as due, the shortlived Mastery 

Yielded to evil Things: and the mad Wind 

But late so fierce, shrinks moaningly away. 

In consciencestricken Tones, which seem to say, 

« The Deed is finished: » like the evil Mind 

That contemplates, when Passions cease to blind , 

The fatal Crime, and shrinks from Reason's Sway! 



FIHCT. 



Fancy, sweet Fancy , Balm of every Woe, 
Binder of broken Hearts! who liv'st for aye 
'Mid Pleasures flown, or Hopes of future Day : 
Thou, unto whom the Present, this dark Now, 
Is but a Point, a Restingplace below, 
Oh which thy winged Feet but seldom lay 
Their airy Weight, like Bird upon a Spray, 
But with more boyant Spring , from all Earth's low. 
Dull Cares to soar, to that Eternity 
Qf Thought and Hope, thro* which thou lov 'st to wiflg 
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Tby viewless Flight: to thy true Votary 
Thy wonted Aid now grant: around me fling 
Thy Magicmantle , bear me up on high , 
To where my loved Ones with the Angels sing! 

MT BIETHDAT. 

My Birthday! even so: this very Day 
This idle Heart began Life's eager Race: 
Sixty Pulsations in a Momentsspace! 
Is that the Tune to which it beats then?-- aye , 
Bat Hope and Fear have stirred it oft: their Sway 
Is as a Tyrant's, and must leave some Trace 
On the jarred Strings-— Despondence too a Place 
Has claimed in their wild Revels: oh Life's Way 
Lies thro' a Tanglewood , whei-e Fruits of Hue 
Most seemingfair grow on Sin's Upastree, 
Sigfattempting, but within most rank: the true 
Are often bard to find, and ill to see. 
Not tricked out with a showy Rind to woo 
The Sense, they must be sought for earnestly! 

TO MT FATHERLA.ND. 

1. My Fatherland, my Fatherland! 
Should I nee'r greet again 
Thy slaveuntrod and wavekissed Strand, 
My Heart would beat in vain. 
2. 1 love thee with a swelling, deep, 
Unutterable Love, 
Like the eternal Waves which sweep 
And bribeless round thee move. 

3. Hieir Voice, tho' harsh to foreign Ears, 

Is Music unto thee. 
For who the Waves eternal hears, 
Hears God bid hint be free.' 

4. Freedom looked down on Ocean's brow 

And left her Image there^ 
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And in the boundless Mirror now 

Undimmed doth it appear! 
5. His mighty Voice is to her Ear 

The sound she loves the best. 
Nor could Man's boundless Hope be e'er 

More boundlessly exprest! 
6.Th e very Winds that wake the Wave 

Have Freedom in their Sound, 
And where they breathe, caU forth the BniTe 

Like Springflowers from the Ground! 

7. Then airfree be our Thoughts to smite 

The Tyrant and the Slave, 
The Poet's heart be bold and light 
And bribeless as the Wave. 

8. For Thought has then an Edge above 

The keenest Glaive : than Light 
More swift: when Truth wields it, we prove 
Its true immortal Might. 

9. My Fatherland 1 oft on thy Shore 

I Ve called tipon the Past 
For Oracles, to learn before 

They spring, what Seeds are cast . 

10. I've gazed upon the far, bright Track 

Which thou has left behind 
In Time's dark Ocean, and traced back 
Thy Energies of Mind. 

1 1 . But Fears come o 'er me in these Days 

Which put in Wealth their Trust , 
For Hearts which sordid Gold repays^ 
Like it, are of the Dust! 

1 2. Once more , once more , snatch up the Brand 

Of Truth , which smouldering lies , 
And with it kindle in each Land 
The Spark which never dies . 

1 3. A flickering Flame at first 't may rise 

Oft baffled by the Wind, 
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Bat soon shall tower to the Skies, 
A Firecolumn of Mind! 

1 4. Think'st thou the God, whose Voice 6rat called 

Thee from th' Abyss of Time , 
Tby smiling Fields with waves has walled 
For Safety unto Grime? 

15. Not so! he made thee strong and free 

And clothed thee with his Might, 
That Will with Power should agree. 
To work him Deeds of Light* 

1 6. Each Wave that breaks upon thy Shore , 

Each Wind that o'er thee blows. 
Should waft the Nation' s Blessings o'er. 
And hallow thy Repose . 
i 7 . Mercy should dwell within thy Breaat, 
Clear Honour in thine Eye, 
In Joy and Sorrow alike blest 
With a World's Sympathy. 
i8. A Blessing on thy Fields should fall. 
On every Blade of Grass , 
And e'en thy very Sorrows, all 
O'er thee should lightly pass. 

19. Thy Voice should be as God's, who gave 

His four Winds unto thee. 
Like winged Ministers, to save. 
To succour and set free. 

20. The Nations all should seek from thee 

An omen of Success, 
And crown the Deeds that set them free 
With thy unbought Caress . 
21 . Thy Name should be a Watchword and 
A Beacon in the Night , 
In War, a streaming Meteorbrand, 
In Peace, a Pillar of Light! 
22. Ask of sad History's teeming Page 
Audition's vulgar Fa(e, 
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What have they earned who with Truth wage« 
Time 's Scorn , Man a lasting Hate ! 

23. Wildivy tribmphs o er the Pride 

And haughti^t Works of Man , 
A few short years, and grass will hide 
What Conqueror's began. 

24. How silent Nature mocks the poor. 

Poor Graspings of Man's Brain , 
Thas teaching how his Works endure , 
In Birth and End so vain. 

25. 'Tis Giantworth alone can stand 

The Test of Time and Fate, 
He is the same in every Land, 
His Being has no Date ! 

26. Tho' Empires fall, and Worlds be rent. 

He stands as 6rm as Heaven , 
For with his Might God's Truth is blent. 
Time naught to him has given! 



TRVB GEEATSBSS 



I love to see a great Man simpfy great , 
With nothing but the Halo of his own 
Calm Glory on his Brow to make him known! 
What needs the Pomp and Pride of empty State? 
The knowing Eye will soon discriminate 
Heal Worth in whatsoever Guise 'tis shown. 
Sublime in Regs or humble on a Throne! 
True Greatness still can for itself create 
Respect by Life's most common Agencies; 
And still its highest Mastery is to 
I>evelop grandly, in each weekday Thought 
And Act, the divine Lore with which 'tis fraught. 
No Matter what the Means, all, all that lies 
Before it, it can turn to Uses new: 
Trace in Life 's vile and trodden Dust the true. 
The golden Vein!, aad work it for the Skies. 
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For Greatness is not to be more than Man , 
But to be Man! Aod this the meanest can 
Become ; the noblest Grown is still worn by 
The modest Brow of pure Humanity! 
The King of Men is he who here below 
1* most a Man, and Christ was truliest so. 
Then i;»hom lo follow ye already know I 

BByOLVTIONlSTS. 

1. Ye Fools, who with the vilest Things would gain 
The holiest of Blessings . Liberty ; 
The Means destroy the Worth of that ye try 
To win, and when acquired make it vain 
As Light unto the Blind— ye need not strain 
The Nerve , or grasp the Sword : the Victory 
She loyes J is o 'er a nearer Enemy, 
E'en^oar ownselves! And when ye can restrain 
Your Passions, then ye have no other Foe, 
Then are ye free! But Violence and Blood 
Alike unfit ye to receive or know 
That Blessing: from within comes all its Good, 
But^e are no more in a fitting mood. 
The ofdjr Source from whence it e 'er can flow 
Within yourselves , ye have destroyed, nor could 
Ye now be free tho* all your Foes lay low ! 

2. Wisdom delights in Gentleness, and Thought 
Can pass thro' Gates and break the Prisoner's Chain » 
When meaner Instruments would work in vain : 
It knows no Obstacles, for there is nought 
Can check it. as St* Peter once was brought 
Forth by the Angel from his Place of Pain , 
So to the inmost Prison Thought can gain 
Admittance , Thought , the Angel, who has wrought 
So many Wonders for Mankind, and still 
Works more and more; like to the gentle Light 
^oL II, 7 
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With its calm Beauty all things doth it fill. 
And moulds them by its soft yet Giaatmight p 
'Till blending all Men's Minds in one pure Will r 
It realize all Blessings fair md bright ! 

OS TUB SPiaiT OP BSPLBCriTB BOMlVITf • 

Oh think, not that thy Time is thrown awa^ 
When gazing on a passing Cloud or Flower; 
N^y, even shouldst thou stand fixed for an Boor 
To watch a little Child, or Cat at Play 
Tho* but with a sere Leaf— there is a Way 
Of viewing even these Things, by which more 
Beat Wisdom may be gained than lies before 
The proud Philosopher in many a 
Finetitled Quarto— each of these is too 
A Leaf in Nature's Volume, which the Eye 
Of natural Love alone can read; the true-'^ 
-Est Wisdom is a Heart full of all high 
And gentle Feelings : so o 'erflowingly 
Filled with Affection as to stoop unto 
The meanest Thing, or spare the Flowers which Ke 
Before its Path in thousands : they are too 
A Wonder of the living God, and by 
The feeling Heart not injured wantonly! 
dk well for him, who early learns thus thra 
A. comprehensive, deep Humanity , 
To view all Things as Objects of one Love^ 
As C0mprehended*a// in him above! 
For he who spares the Flower , will not be 
Unmoved at Sight of human Misery I 
This is the greatest Wealth, all Wealth in one , 
And where this is not, trust me there is none! 
And oh! deem not these small Things Trifles, this 
Is the great Error : for indeed it is 
Harder to be in small Things great, than to 
Bite now and then to great Things} for to do 
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This , we most be haHiuaUy great , 

And such a Babii no man can create 

By Fits and Starts: by dailjr practice he 

Acquires it, and this must ever be 

Made np of socaiied small Things, which we bjr 

DespiMUig make so: but that which calls thy 

Best Feelings forth , should not seem small to thee. 

If or will it, ifii does, assuredly! 

TO ▲. p« 

1. And wilt thou too forget me, Loye, 

Or deem of me but as of one 
Whose Fate with thine no more is wove , 

As one whom henceforth thou wouldst shun ? 

2. Oor Yows were Summervows 'tis true , 

Their Links were wove in dreaming Youth, 
Yet Love the golden Metal drew 

Fresh from the glowing Forge of Truth . 

3. What tho' rude Time should wear or tine 

The mere Gloss at the Sur&ce , still 
Hie genuine Substance 'neath will shine. 
Tested, but changed not by Life's Illl 

4. Upon my young , unwithered Heart 

Loye shed his first, diyinest Dews, 
Aud all Life's Honey set apart 

Was tinged and flavored by his Hues . 

5. And wouldst thou then unkindly turn 

Those Sweets to Bitterness and Strife, 
Or blight a Heart that still must yearn 

With Loye towards thee in Death and lAk ? 
6. 1 dare not, cannot, will not dream 

That thy pure Heart has selfish grown, 
Tliat from thy Brow a single Beam 
Of Iinmortality is flown . 
7. They tell me thou art changed too. Love, 
That Caie sits on thy onoefiiir Brow, 
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I know thy gentle Heart must move 
With Pity at another's Woe; 

8. Yet robbed of all that made thee bright , 

Of every youthful Charm and Hue, 
Thou art but dearer to my Sight, 

Thy Griefs shall make me but more true: 

9. For in the Tablet of my Heart 

Thy Form still blooms all fresh and fair, 
I see not what in Time thon art. 

But what thou wert when imaged there* 

10. Thus on the Canvass some fair Face 

Still smiles undimmed, unfadingly. 
When the Original no Trace 

Retains to tell of Days gone by. 

1 1 . The Love of two pure Hearts is like 

A Tune on some sweet Instrument, 
Tis true on different Chords we strike. 
But Harmony is in Sounds blent, 

1 2. The Moment they have left the Strings 

The Tones are mingled soft in Air, 
And blent for aye, like kindred Things 
Made each for each, one Being share. 

1 3. Thus shall our Hearts form but one Sound, 

One Tune, tho' in a varying key. 
In Joy and Sorrow alike found 

Stilt linked in faultless Harmony. 

14. And v^hen the Heartstrings cease to beat. 

The Magicchords, the Spiritslyre, 
Our Souls shall seek their primal Seat., ' 

And in. eternal Love respire! 

MAKE MO LlFEPLiV. 

1 . The Folly of aU Follies , in my Eyes , 
Is to strive towards one given End: thereon 
To set our Hearts and Wishes , as if none 
But (hat could make us h^ppy : to despise 
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For lis Sake all the pleasant Way which lie« 
Betwixt us and our Object : which , when won , 
Like a Ghildsbauble , will soon pall upon 
The Sense— so long as unpossessed a Prize 
Of richest Seeming, but in Fact , mere Show . 
To /ret at eveiy Hindrance, ybr iV* Sake^ 
To sweat , and toil, and pucker up the Brow, 
This is indeed o{ fancied Good to make 
Real Evil *— for the Means away to throw 
The End! the Good— the Soul! for which we take 
Such idle Pains — the greatest Good helow. 
And whence the Worth of all the rest must flow. 
And if thy Soul be injured , if tky Mind 
Be distuned t where wilt thou JLi/e'« Music find? 



2. Iiife *s Happiness is never made up by 
One Act or Point thereof, it is like to 
A viewless Chain , the last Link holding true 
Together with the first .• Fools only try 
To crowd into one Moment Joys that lie 
Strewn over an whole Life: the Drop of Dew 
Does what a thousands Drops could never do. 
Because it does the Needful only ! thy 
Soul then should do the same-- unto the Day 
Sufficient is the Good thereof : the Heart 
Cannot be more thanfull-^ and if, I say , 
With dailjr Bliss thou hast the sublime Art 
To keep it so , what need is there then , pray. 
By overfUing it to lose a Part? 
Or even, (for too great Bliss has its Smart, ) 
Thus to draw forth the Sling that hidden lay ; 
For wisely Providence thus makes thee pay 
Forraah Abuse, to teach thee what thou art. 
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3. Ijay not then out a Plan for Life, nor draun 
Oi ^ particular Mode, as that alone 
Wherein thou canst be happy, go thou on , 
Live thy Life as it comes : least of all deem 
Things indispensible which only seem 
So to thee^ because thou hast fixed upon 
That Plan; they are so to that Plan , I own , 
But not to Life : to that but little is 
So rea//^, else the Poor would have in thia 
World a sad Lot : whereas by deeming naught 
Superfluous indispensible, they miss 
It not, but come to value, as they ought. 
The truly Indispensible as more 
So unto them, and just because so poor 
la other Goods: all Situations teem 
Alike with Life 's best Elements , for by 
The Heart we live , and where can that not beat? 
And Life's best Elements , what are they? tky 
Own calm, contented Thoughts, the sacred Heat 
Of gentle Feelings and Affections high; 
And where are these best found?-— there only Sot 
Is in thyself-* oh then be consciously 
That self, and all that this same Consciousnea^ 
Brings with it, that in calm Content poMessI 



4. And to do so , strive towards one End aiome , 
With thy whole Heart and Soul; but let it be 
Naught earthljr, thus wilt thou move surelf on 
Towards it, for naught here can hinder thee. 
Or check thee in the least— e'en Poverty 
And Want , which mar so many a mortal Plan , 
Enrich with Means to perfect the « true Man! • 
And knowing this, thou mak'st « the Man » thy Cave, 
The iSott/— which perfect, all Things perfect are! 
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F4ITH- 

Tea, there are Griefs , and bitter sufferings 
To be endured on £arth. Griefs that might iiiak« 
Us heavyhearted , and it might be slack 
In the good Cause at times ^ had we not Wings 
To lift us from the fret of earthly Things , 
And giye unto our Souls that which we lack 
In this Life's fleeting forms: like the Cloudrack 
Which Evening o*er the Sunsetheayen flings ^ 
These are shapemoulded by a higher power 
To the Soul's secret Uses: as the sun 
Thro* lazyflaked clouds his light doth shower. 
Kindling them into types of things which none 
On Earth have e 'er beheld , so Faith 'a high Lore 
From Time can draw a timeoutlasting dowerl 

ALL GOOD SBUPDERIVXD. 

How few Men are all that which they might be! 
How few possess themseWeSy their SouU, or know 
What divine Blessings may be made to grow. 
Like precious Fruits, where they as yet can aee 
But Thorns and Barrenness on Life's fair Tree! 
With their own Thoughts they can make all Thiogi so. 
So lovely— Spring bids not more Dayseyes blow. 
With her first Breathings , on some grassy Lea, 
Than they can call forth Joys: we ourselves maloe 
The Beautiful we seek for— we must wake 
Ere we can quicken that which round us liea. 
The Lyre has in itself no Harmonies: 
Nor the Seashell no Murmurs, 'till the Ear 
Be put to it: and ail this fair World here. 
With the vast Compass of its Melodies, 
Is but as a sweet Lyre, which the Hand 
E'en of a Child can easily comman^: 
Is bol aa the Seashelh the Spirit, by 
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Which it 18 haunted ever, we can hear 
But with the inner Ear, then all the high 
And glorious Hymn sweeps on us full and clear. 
But we must be first tuned ourselves, for we 
Are as a String in the grand Harmony: 
For how , oh how! can a jarred String be made 
To play its Part , or feel that which is played? 
And wisely God has left each human Soul 
To tune itseif wilh this stupendous Whole: 
This is its End , its Mission 'neath the Sky! 

LORDOR. 

The Heart of mighty England art thou , and 
Thy pulses beat unto the Ocean's shore. 
Waking tenthousand Hearts that slept before. 
Bound with the electric chain of Mind: from Land 
To Land thy strong Voice shouts, and Freedom 's brand , 
Bequeathed us by the glorious race of yore. 
Is handed onward, brightening more and more. 
Thro' Time's stillchanging mists , by Truth's breath fenned I 
O God, grant that this mighty Heart for thee 
And Truth alone may beat: that thus for aye , 
In every Land and Clime , the good and free 
May turn to England her best praise to say, 
« Thence was the dawn of Liberty, and we 
Walk in the light of a reflected Day! » 

FAIRTHEiRTBDITESS . 

The Coward and the Sieve alone despair, 
The Patriot hopes: for come what may, still he 
Is what he will within himself, still free. 
In the best Sense of .Freedom — Sun and Air 
Ripen the backward Fruit: the Tree must bear 
If the Soil whence it springs be good and strong: 
A generous Cause the Heavens will not wrong, 
AU nmtural Irrfluencef are with the fair 
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And holy Efforts of the good and wise! 

The universal heart heals with them still! 

Be man bat true anto himself, the prize 

Is his already — but Mistrust doth kill. 

For where there is no Faith , high Heayen denies 

Its miracles, the heritage of steady Will! 

oil SBLFLIMITIRO. 

1. That which atjirtt contracts thy Liberty , 
Cramps thee in real Life s seemingscanty Space, 
Instead of Fancy 's wide Domain , will place 
Thee in thy Sphere of best Activity , 

And make thee in the End more truly free: 
Concentrate all thy Powers , and thus brace 
Thy Soul to its high Task , untill it face 
Its Lot, in calm Content , whate'er it be . 
Within its Banks the Stream flows strong alone , 
Diffuse it and it stagnates , or grows weak . 
Restraint is Freedom's Essence: Limits known 
And fixed are needfuU that the Soul may seek 
\tsfuU Development, attained by none 
Who from Man's proper Sphere of Action break. 

2. The highest Greatness which a Being can 
Attain, is to be itself, and to this , 

God himself, when he made it what it is. 
Whatever that may be. Dog, Rose, or Man, 
With yii// Means each has furnished — he then who 
Forsakes Man 's Sphere , cannot attain to his 
True Greatness, nor that only must he miss. 
But every other: for 'twould be a new. 
Strange Mode of Being to him , and God has 
Not furnished him with Means or Powers thereto, 
For'he ne*er destined one Thing to be two! 
How foolish then beyond that Sphere to pass, 
l/Vbera merefy being what insensibly 
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Oar Nature leads us to become , we grov 

lk>th great and happy, aod so easily ^ 

Aa acaroe the Why or How thereof to know! 

TO aaToii. 

Hilton! I envy thee thy misery , 
If cuch it were, whose Magicloach could Cititt 
The Mortal to a God: for thou didst earn 
By aoretried faith, thine Immortality! 
Sorrow and Suffering bear a meaniug higb^ 
And are but veiled Blessings, tho' in stem 
Ajsd onaedttctive garb their worth we learn; 
They are Heavensguests , who , welcomed heartily, 
A Blessing leave behind , unknown before. 
Soch ^d they prove to thee , their noble host. 
For from their Lips thou learnd'st a mightier I/otv 
l%an Earth's cold, proud Philosophy can boast; 
A balm against all ills, all fond hopes lost. 
Its worth the more 'twas used^ still growiiig moie! 

THB PA8snH;Bn&. 

Hiush I hark! whence is yon' Sound that booms afoog. 
Waking deep Echos over Wood and Stream ^ 
Saddening the Scene until its beauty seem 
Clouded by some dark Meaning . E'en the aoQg 
Of the blithe Nightingale floats on among 
Thfi Leaves less joyously: on Fancy's dream 
It breaks, like some harsh voice: to few I deam 
Is its note welcome, for it wakes a throng 
Of buried Phantoms! 'tis the Passingbell, 
Speaking of fond ones severed from Love's breaaC, 
And in its tone is anguish: it can tell 
Its Tale with Eloquence to match the best 
Of Tongues: yet to schooled hearts it sounds no knell« 
But calls the wandering thoughts to their high nest I 
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What U it thai mioe Eyea look on? 
A bodyless Hand that bean 
A Dagger, and upon 
Its Blade are Bioodgouts! is 't a Dream 
That with ita fearful Semblance sears 
My strained Eyeballs, or does that bright Gleam 
Flash from a Weapon palpable to Touch? 
Dread Pfem'esisI I know thee : such 
The Shape in which from oldest Time 
Unseen thou stand 'st by throned Crime , 

And with upraised Hand, 

Awaiting Fate's Command, 

Thy aweful and invisible Stroke 

Smites him , e'en then when he has broke 

Intwain all Bonds that Fear, 

And Policy, and Guile, and Hate, 

Had bade him wear; 

E*en then , when in his Pomp and State , 

A Criminal too vast for Law 's weak Grasp, 

He treads down Truth and Virtue in the D ast , 

And feasts his Ears with their Deathgaspi 

As tho' oblivious Bast 

Could blunt the Edge of thy dread Steel, 

Or thine allviewless Arm could feel 

The Palsy of Decay! 

Vain Fool! amid the glittering Spears 

That compass him around thy Way 

Is airfree, no Footfall he hears. 

Yet, like his guilty- Conscience , thou 

An with him everywhere : 

And when he least expects the Blow, 
Thine errless Arm is there, 

To lay the Tyrant low. 

And bid {ujr Liberty 
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Lilt up once more her Banner to the Skf , 

'Twas thou didst place io Brutus' Hand 

Thy crimeavenging Steel, 

And bad'st him save his Fatherland 

From Slavery, 

He made the haughty Caesar feel 

That Rings like common Men can die. 

The first Step o'er the Rubicon, 

And by his Side from that day on 

T*hy aweful Form', veiled from his Sight, 

Stood by him in its viewless Might, 

In its Shadow aye he stood. 

Yet dreamt not of the coming Blood, 

'Till the Hourssands had run. 

And Caesar's Life with them was done! 

But thou hast other Weapons, nobler far 

Than these frail, palpable Tools, 

With which to war 

Against the Tyrant , who to his vain Gar 

Would chain Mankind — ,Pride that befools 

And maketh dizzy on the Pinnacle, 

Where Fortune leaves her Votary 

To look aghast into the yawning Hell 

Whence rise the Ghosts of former Crimes , 

Dread Shadows of past Times, 

To smite his Soul with Agony! 

What are the palpable Throes 

Of bodily Wounds compared with those 

Which Conscience , to thy Service sworn , 

Inflicts on Guilt, of every Solace shorn : 

What tho' the Tyrant triomph o'er his Foes, 

And make the Block holy wiih Martyrsblood , 

The one Voice he has quenched shall spread abroad 

On the four Winds of Heaven, 

And unto evety Tongue be given 

Some Echo of those Accents high , 
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And from the Martyrsashes^ ere they die. 

Shall Nemesis her Torch relight! 

Th OS Death, who lays waste all Things, caiiDOi blight 

The Cause of Truth and Liberty; 

The Form decays, the Spirit still remains: 

The Hope of Oldentimes still [>a88es on , 

Flamelike, from Heart to Heart — the Earth retains 

Its Lifepower still ; so long as sun 

Shines on it, and the Rain doth wet. 

It will unweariedly beget 

All that Industry canask : 

Tho', in Desolation's Mask, 

A wide Waste its Bosom seem , 

Yet beneath all good Things teem ! 

Thus in the Human Heart as well , 

As long as Faith and Hope do dwell 

Within it, good Seeds ever lie. 

That soon or late must fructify . 

Spite of Cloud and Storm they '11 spring. 

In their due Season blossoming. 

Then let us suffer , for to bear 

Nobly is a Triomph fair, 

God himself doth calmly wait , 

Then let Mortals imitate! 

Do their Duty , let it cost 

What it will, tho* all be lost. 

And setting selfish Fears aside. 

By Wisdom 's self be justified. 

Mankind , like Shadows , pass away , 

Yet still the mighty Heart for aye 

Beats on, and every fleeting Year 

Brings us to the Goal more near , 

Still it glows with holier Fire , 

And the pure Ether doth respire. 

Of Love and wise Humanity, 

Embracing in its Sympathy 
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Every Form of Being here. 
Least and greatest, in its Sphere* 
Thus Troth wins her Victories bright, 
Not by brute , material Might , 
But by opening up, more wise. 
Men's Hearts to all high Sympathies! 

TBB STBAHOBaSBOaiALCORBHI . 

Tread lightly Stranger, for the Brokenheart, 
In nameless rest , is slumbering *neath thee here 1 
And tho' the grass be greener than elsewhere^ 
'Tis rank with cold Forgetfulness, whose smart, 
Uke Adder '$ sting, seeks out the tenderest pari 
Of the poor breast it wounds-^ no friendly Teai 
Has watered this lone grave, nor true Love e'er 
Strewed its vain Oflibrings , with simple art 
Cheating a cureless woe : could that lone grave 
Find but a voice, how much of Poesy 
And Pathos it might wake! how many a brave 
And injured one may here forgotten lie. 
Seeking in Death from the World's Scorn to save 
A broken Heart to Immortality.! 

TBB BBST 1IB41IS FOB WOB&IBO OUT 0B84V BLBBSIBOa. 

How would ye work out grand Results , save bf 
The most Jamiliar Means? or how would ye 
With Profit rouse Men 's Hearts to feel and b« 
The Godlike which they are, if not by steadily 
Subliming , purifying, what is high 
Within them , by the Aid of all they see 
And hear? the commoner the better, the 
■Mare certain then will be its Agency, 
'Till Repetition to fixed Habit grow : 
But by the daily Beatings of the Heart, • 
The Hopea which leaven, lighten here below 
Man's daily Bread? sublime but these, impart 
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To these Religion's allennobling Glow , 

Till, like the common Air we breathe, it flow 

Thro* His whole Being, leaven into Food 

Fit for the Angels' Lips his daily Bread, 

Then commonest Things will mo9£ subserve to Good , 

For in them at all Moments may be read 

The sublime Lesson thus made present to 

Men's Minds, in all they think, hope, feel, and do; 

A daily Warmth within the Heart to keep 

Its best Affections, Energies , in still 

And quiet Action, yet intense and deep. 

Like that upon the Honseholdhearth, around 

Which so, so many Blessings meet, to fill 

rCot with intoxicating, but profound 

Delights the wise Heart which has learnt to bottnd 

Itself to that best sphere, which itself can 

Fill out and perfect— by these Means alone 

Are great Results to be accomplished— Man 

Is benefitted, bettered thro 'his own 

Mast daily Thoughts and Feelings only, by 

Hia most/amiliar Impressions \ these 

Once in your Power, you mould him as you pleaae. 

The Drudge of Earth or Angel for the Sky! 

Hie Fool alone wants Means , and hopes by rare 

And farfetched Methods to work out great Things , 

Ifeglecting those, which like the common Air, 

Abound on all Sides : not so Wisdom brings 

Her Plans unto Perfection , for she knows 

That God, who has supplied the meanest Flower, 

If ay e*en the crawling Earthworm with full Powet 

Its Being to fulfill , has not left those 

Unfurnished whom he fashioned for the Sky , 

After A/5 divine Likeness, and that when 

He gifted Man with Mind and Heart, he gave. 

Summed up in these, all Goods which he could hoye, 

All that was needful in the narrowest Span 
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Of human Life to form « the perfect Man ! » 

And with what wouldst thou fuse the Hearts of Men 

Into one godlike mighty Heart, save by 

The daify- H^armth which their own Breastt supply ? 

THE SMYLABE . 

Sweet Bird, thy Heart within is as thy strain. 
And from my breast it shal^es all withering cares , 
As the winds do sere leaves, when springtide airs 
Stir in the trees and wake life's sap again. 
It seems unnatural to think of Pain 
When listening to thy music, for it bear< 
No meanings dark, no feverish impulse shares, 
Echos no idle fears, or hopes as vain . 
It sounds as blithe as on that primal Day 
When first thy young wing bore it up the Sky, 
To the blue depths where Sorrow has no sway, 
JVor mortal fret intrudes, nor fears to die! 
Thus in thy perfect innocence Man may 
Learn a deep lesson of Morality! 

BBLIGIOH. 

Religion, thou art rarely seen below 
Such as pure Faith delights that thou shouldst be: 
Led by thy Handmaids., meekeyed Charity 
And patient Love : but in thy Stead we bow 
To a foul Idol , fashioned from the low 
And earthly Passions which Men sanctify 
And worship with thy Name, a gilded Lie, 
Which yet 'tis Sin to doubt : and Time can show 
Full-many a Martyr to the ready Hate 
Of this false Deity, whose Altars reek 
With frequent Blood of such as dare to seek 
Salvation their own Way; for 'tis the Fate 
Of Truth to pass oft for a Lie, so weak. 
Where Superstition reigns, is her Estate! 
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H09S. 

Hope 18 the only Mistress who repays 
Us ever with like Love ! and tho' it be 
That she may leave us for awhile, yet we 
First rudely scare her ; in our darkest Days 
She comes to share our Grief, and soft doth raise 
The dim Veil from her Brow , and lo ! we see 
The wellknown Features smiling modestly , 
On which nor Time , nor Pain have left a Trace! 
And even when Age turns our Hair to gray^ 
And all the World's false Joys forsake us quite. 
She, still unwearied in her Love, doth stay , 
And growing ever fairer to our sight , 
la all her Plenitude of youthful charms 
Returns a Virgin still unto our Arms; 
And when on the Gravesbrink the last Embraoe 
She gives , an Angel toart up in her Place ! 

THE FREBV4B. 

Who is the freeman?-— he that in his pride 
Of heart exalts himself above his kind , 
And in selfglory^s sanctity enshrined, 
U his own idol? he whose wishes wide 
Embrace a universe, yet cannot hide 
The seeker's poverty! or such as find 
Their Deity in wealth , or not less blind , 
In Earth's brief pleasures? Truth will not abide 
With these vile slaves to fancied Liberty, 
Whose Circe-cup transforms them into Brutes, 
Yet leaves no seiise of their deformity. 
True freedom in such Soil as this ne'er roots. 
But in subdued Will , Selfmastery, 
The Empire of the Breast, 'tis there she yitldff ber (ruits! 

Vol 11, 8 
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OB FLYOVnULWG . 

Ye think it godlike to refuse a Favoarl 
Tis still more godlike to accept it : yea! 
To meekly bow thy Head, nor torn away 
E'en from a Beggar's Kiss! for thus the Power 
Of Good in us is strengthened , and the more 
From others we receive , the more we may 
Ourselves bestow^ and in all Love display 
The Gratitude , which , garnered up in our 
Own inmost Heart , at length will orerflow 
In all kind Actions : 'tis not Virtue to 
Refuse a favour , 'tis false Pride, e'en so 
Its baneful Tendrils twine around the tru9 
Stem of all virtues : how else can we show 
And foster Love, save by affording new 
OccanonM unto Gratitude? it grew 
From Acts of kindness, and begets as du« 
After its kind; but he who will take no 
Kindness, shuts up its Fount, and none will do. 
We should receive from others all we inay. 
And do all in our Power to repay 
Their Love : when not to their ownselves , to thoee 
Whom Heaven in our Path on Purpose throva 
To keep alive Man 's Gratitude : would all 
But do all for each other, and receive 
All from each other, ready at each call, 
Hqw lovely would all Hands be joined , the smali 
As able as the greatest, then to weave 
The web of human Happiness! therein 
Each least , least Thread of Being right to blend : 
All» all in Joy and Harmony to spin 
Together to one high and sublime End : 
To clothe the Earth with human Blessedness 
As with a Garment , an enduring Dress 
Of Beauty » to form which each Thought sboQ^ ^nd. 
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The Child's and the Philosopher's, the Maid's 
And Matron's, for none, none e'er work in vain : 
Each brings that which the other wants , and aids 
It to Perfection , 'till the whole shall gain 
A biended charm , like sunset as it fades! 

THB VIKd's ALLSSLrSDFFICIBMT. 

What tho* the limbs be fettered. Heaven 's light 
Shat out from the dim Eye? can tyrant's art 
In its vain mockery inflict a smart 
Uke that he feels within him? can his Might 
Rob the pure soul of that which renders bright 
£ 'en the dim Prison 's gloom , an upright heart 
Where crime and selfdisturbance have no parti 
It is not so ! Faith 's glance can put to flight 
Legions of nether 111, and in his breast 
Man can create an Eden where on high 
And heavenly hopes his wearied Heart may rest , 
Transforming Time into Eternity! 
There may he taste true Freedom , still moae bleat 
Than those who scorn him , for he scorns them equally 1 

WISDOM . 

Forth from the Scabbard pluck th' indignant Blade « 
Tlie best of Umpires since the only one^ 
Lo! Nemesis herself now beckons on. 
And in her Hand th' avenging Steel is made • 

By Justice » forged in Truth's own Flame to aid 
Man's Rights against the proud usurping Thiooa. 
Hold! hold! a viewless Angel lays upon 
Thine Arm his Hand as gently to dissuade. 
And lo ! the Sword is shivered like a Reed! 
Ust, Mortal, « Vengeance is the Lord's , » and thy 
Brute Aid not even here doth Wisdom ne^ 
In aught, e 'en if 'twere possible that by 
Such means she ooiU4 attain aoght pun pr high! 
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la Peace and Love's deep Soil she sows the SeeJ 
Of during Blessings— aad her Watchword is , 
Twist Maa and Man, of Brotherlove a Kiss; 
And when from Lip to Lip this Token speed. 
Then will my Form grow clearer to thine Eye, 
Tea! Mankind will itself become indeed 
The Angel that now warns the viewlessfy. 
Transformed to that, when from its Errors freed. 
An Angel of pure Peace and Charity! 
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O God! how holy is a Mother's Love , 
How fair, for by an Emphasis of Right 
It is the LoTC of Loves : there is no sight 
In all this dull, cold World, that so may move 
The Sense of beauty, since by it we prove 
Our Nature not all selfish; and its Might 
So deep,, selfsacrificing, changeless, bright. 
Melting into the softness of the dove, 
Tet blent with more than Man's proud Energy, 
When peril hovers o'er her yonng one's nest: 
She hears not, feels not , fears not, has no Eye 
Or Heart for aught but this, and deems her blest 
By her Babe 's slightest Glance or greeting Cry, 
■ Beyond all Joys that Earth esteemeth best! 

THOUGHT. 

Thou art unhappy? yet wherefore I pray? 
Tliou need'st not be so one sole moment more 
Than thou thyself deem 'st fil} thou hast the Power 
Tu think : bring but thy Thoughts beneath thy Sway , 
And thou wilt have an Empire wide as Day: 
He 'who is pinched by his own Thoughts is lom* 
Bested indeed, yet all he bears and bore, 
Will melt like vain Dreams from his Mind away. 
If one bold Thought into the Magicrii^ 
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But step, wbere Fooloptnion •peilbound lies. 
Like Sprites at Daybreak, all his Whims take wing. 
He is the worst Slave who from his Mindseyes 
By Force of Thought the Bandage cannot fling 
By Fancy bound, that she her Juggleries 
May thus play off and distort everything. 
Diseases of the Mind a Thought can heal , 
As a Thought caused them, and to be a King 
Of Self, that is lo be a King indeed, 
Tis only needful so to think and feel , 
Tliine own Thoughts are the no vor railing Seed 
Of all real 111 and of thy godliesi weal! 

WOORLITCBUBCHT/LIID . 

How sweet the Moonlight sleeps upon that Grave! 
Nor could it find a fitter place of rest , 
Pouring a flood above its giassy breast 
Of Heaven 's purest light! methinks I have 
Beheld no lovelier scene. Yon' yewtrees wave 
With whisj^ring murmurs at the wind's Behest, 
As if to bless the spot : I scarce breathe , lest 
A Sound should break the holy calm , where sav« 
Myself nought stirs, and yet there's nought of Death. 
All gloom is scattered by the calm, pure light, 
£*en as a Mother s soft kiss steals the Breath 
Of her dreamtroubled Babe. Oh holy Sight! 
My heart could almost wish to sleep beneath 
Ton' grassy turf, it looks so green , and lies so light! 

paopoatioa. 

Proportion! 'Tis therein that Wisdom shows 
Her Mastery; for she can mingle so 
Conflicting Feelings that from thence shall flow 
Bliss pure and perfect as an Angel knows! 
Each passing Day into Life's goblet throws 
Some fresh Ingredient of Joy or Woe^ 
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And yet the whole tastes to her lips as tho' 

Twere Nectar mingled for a God 's repose ! 

The Hope of things to be , the Memory 

Of Past, the Sense of Present, mixed well, mak« 

The genuine draught of Immortality : 

An Elixir far mightier than Medea's 

To keep us ever young: to cure each ache 

Of the poor Heart, and turn to smiles its tears! 

For he who drinks it makes his Being whole, 

txB&M. not in Time or Space; but in the Soul, 

And yielding nothing co the Jealous Years, 

Reaches, ere^«i ikU race be run, the Goall 

TBB VILIiAISBGtBnr. 

1 . Oh I do love to see the Villagegreeo 
On a calm Summerseyening, when the glart 
Of Noon has melted off, and in the air 

The dewy Star shines forth with modest sheen , 
To call the peasant home : for rest , I ween , - 
Prom wholesome toil is sweet , and those who aft 
Compelled to labour for their bread, may shaie 
An hour of harmless merriment, which e'en 
The sated eye of wealth, with all its scorn. 
Might see with Envy : for there is a spell 
In pure enjoyment that can ne'er adorn 
The hollow Joys of Pomp, which seem to tdl 
Of inward barrenness, a Heart all worn. 
That ne'er has known the bliss of doing well ! ' 

2. Alas \ such happy scenes are but too raw 
In our once-merry England : now no more 
Around the Maypole, as in Days of yore. 

The Maidens weave their dance, but hollow Gaie 
Sits on the poor man's cheek, and on the Arr, 
Instead of merriment, from Town to Tower, 
A voice of sorrow speaks, and bfovs do lower 
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That Bhould he clothed with smiles : alas! W9 ari 
A selfish generation , bowed to Earth 
Beneath the burthen of our misery. 
Toilers in Mammon 's mine , whose very mirth 
Is feverish, false , unholy : 'till Faith's high 
And undiurnal thoughts again have birth. 
And Charity arise, there is no remedy! 

SfmSBTSCBlIB* 

1. And deem'st thon us,. oh God, fit to look, on 
This glorious Vision , worthy of the Eyes 

Of Angels? yes ^ for snrely Paradise 

Could show naught fairer — lo! the Settingsan 

'Mid Clouds is sinking, and the Peak of one 

Vast towering Mass is burning with rich Dies, 

Like fiery Crater , and o 'er ell the Skies 

Its Glow is sent , while ever and anon 

The Cloudlets floating o'er it melt away 

In Gold and Purpledrops— And now 'tis gray, 

Like an extinct Volcano! silent fade 

The Fragments of the Pageant to the Lay 

Of Eveniugbirds, as if their Music swayed 

Its Motions, and interpreted bjr Aid 

Of Sound the Eye's still Harmony— lo! Day 

Dies out — the glowing Ashes in Night&shaiie 

With Dews are quenched , and all this rich Parade 

Dissolves in Air^ like some vain Dream, for aye! 

2. And yet but one brief Moment past' twas there 
In all its Loyeliness, as tho' the Sky 

Would have preserved it ever , and the Eye 
Halfdoubting seeks the Place, yet vainly , where 
The Vision stood: alas! it was too fair 
To last, too fair for Man's dim Eyes, and by 
Creative Nature shown thus momently : 
Ethereal Ijindscape! too divine to bear 
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Aught sare tke skywardsoai-ing Fancy *8 Tresd 
Or Angel's Footing, but not this dull weight 
Of earthly cares, which bows each mortal Head! 
Yet let us gaze , as if Time out of Date 
It had been , and would still be for us spread: 
Fill tfy Heart with itt Blessedness, instead 
Of mourning the brief Lease allowed by Fate 
To human Bliss, thus will thy Soul create 
From perishable Shapes of Joys soon dead 
That which abides-— call up the Spirit of 
Past Bliss , freed from all Earthliness , above 
Tbe reach of Change , a perfect Angel led 
By Faith and Fancy for the Form that's fled! 
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Napoleon ! thou art a lasting Brand 
And Stigma on man's name: his destinies 
Were at thy bidding , yet thou couldst despise 
The godlike power to bless, redeem: thy hand 
Was on the golden key of that fair land. 
The land of promise, and the nations' eyes 
Were strained to see their Morniogstar arise 
On Time's horizon: but with Magicwand 
Ambition touched thee, and thy features grew 
Into the likeness of a Fiend: thus all 
The hopes of worlds betrayed, like leaves that strew 
The Earth unseasonably, fade and pall! 
But from their dust shall spring a harvest true, 
Oi setfdeHf^id hopes: their Ti-ust, thy glory's Fall! 

FOBBIGir CATHBOAALTHOUOHTS . 

O God! amid this timehued pile , by thee 
And thoughts of thee made holy , let me bow • 
And ask thy blessing: tW it be not now 
For worship that I enter, yet to see 
AMght that awakes the faintest memory 



Of what thou <art , effaces every low 
A.nd earthward Th ought , and stirs the inward flow 
Of feeliogs that but slept awhile ; to be 
Bot stronger at their waking.* and tho' here, 
Not with the words that from my Mother's tongue 
I learnt to ofier thee, thy praise be sung: 
And tho* the forms be not such as I hear 
In my own Fatherland, yet still among 
I Thy servants it is sweet to pray , and feel thee near! 

POTIETT . 

Poor Man , seest thou not that the scant, coarse Bread 
Whereon thou liv'st is Manna from the Sky, 
That the unyielding, stern Necessity 
Whose grudging Hand has hardly furnishc^d 
The food by which thy little ones are fed. 
Is but a disguised Angel ? verily 
It is so! wilt thou see it with Faith's Eye, 
Thy scanty board shall seem a table spread 
For Angels' Visiting: yea, they are there j 
At surely as thjraelfand Children! lo! 
Thou wantest nothing: nay, thou hast to spare, 
A Breadcrust to the Beggar who may go 
Past thy poor Door, a Kiss of Love to show 
Thy Gratitude to God , who sent him where 
Two Mouths may be by one same morsel fed. 
For where Lo\fe is the Table 's richly spread ! 

ASPIRATIOKS AFraa TRB IMPOSSIBLB. 

1 . Vain Aspirations , that on faltering wing 
Uplift your rash and heavenscaling flight 
Into that Air where none may breathe: such height 
Bat preludes deeper down&U: ye can bring 
Back unto Earth and to Earth's pnhy King 
No vaster Bliss thfan suits his bounded Might 
And frail Capacity: the heaveAslight 
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Is not for these frail mortal Eyes! each thing 
Is perfect in itself and boasts its own 
Particular charm , each moment bears upon 
Its wings some shape of bliss, and ere 'tis flown , 
Be wise and pluck, or else the Rosebloom's gone^ 
And Dissappointment's barren thorn alone 
Remains, to sting the Heart , when « AU is known • ! 

2. What is to live? to lire each moment^t space. 
With these to build up thine Eternity, 
For still 'tis made of moments: as they fly 
To hive their honey: not in the vain chacs 
€ff coming pleasures' fancygilded race, 
flSere sunbeammotes , to let the present die 
And wither on Time's stalk unplucked. Oh why 
Ai« we not Children still? why from the &ce 
Cff Nature do we turn away or gase 
With sated eyes, why do we Live no move 
Unto the moment's bliss, as in the Days 
Cff Childhood, when Life's seasonable flower 
We gathered and were blest, and in its Place 
Sprang new ones, seeds of that plucked jusi befire! 

3L Alas! what is it in this world that makes 
True happiness a name, an airbuilt dream? 
C'erbusy in the search, on life's dark stream , 
Chained to Hope's oar, we toil and toil, 'till breaks 
The last wave on Time's wreckstrewn shore, and wakes 
\je with its Shock to catch the flickering gleam 
Cff Hope's expiring torch, the spectral Beam 
That lights us to the Grave: while o'er life's wredis 
llie thundering surge of dark Eternity 
f&«aks like the wave o'er bubbles! Oh! awake. 
Seek not to grasp the Future lest it fly 
E'en as a shadow from thy clutch, a snake 
Which in our Bosoms cherished, long willUe^ 
With the Heartsblood at length its thirst to slake! 
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One Angel brings another , one good Thouglit 
Another! as when in the Spring we see 
One flower we know that all the rest will be 
Soon there in sweetest fellowship , as brought 
Forth by one breath of Loye , and as is wroaght 
The Beauty of the Spring by these , so we 
Feel all of Heaven drawing silently 
Around us , when our SquU a ray have caught 
Of one high Fancy { like a smile cent down 
From Angel's Face, soft in the Ether clear 
Melting away^ 'twixt two white cloudlets shown: 
So distant , yet to Fancy so, so near, 
That we stretch forth our hands, and lo! anon 
Are floating with him thro' his own blest spheie I 



How gloriona the Anthem peals on high. 
Fit music for th' eternal God, and wakes 
Thoughts not of Time, as up the roof it breaks 
In wavelike Harmonies : yet sweeter I 
Still deem the fervent voice that seeks the Sky 
la halfbreathed whispers : this from Heaven takes 
By sweet compulsion what it asks , yet makes 
No vain Display of Speech , as if God's Eye 
And Ear were dull as Man si what tho* the voioe 
IVeathe not my native accents? yet the name 
Of God is sweet in every tongue , the same 
In every clime, and hearing we rejoice . 
All Prayer is welcome to him« if free choice 
Prompt it, if his good pleasure be the aim) 

on OBIBBRTl's G4T8S TO TAB BAPTISTBRT MX FbOBBKB. 

Worthy to be the Gates of Paradise! 
To be? they are ! for he who enters here 
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'With pare Heart and with Conscience free and dear, 

Drad to the World and all its Vanities, 

Which now without those doors forgotten lies. 

Hath entered into Heaven! for his Ear 

Tbe mortal voices hymning faintly near 

Are turned to swelling Angelharmonies , 

And as he kneels, no Image of vain Stone 

Bends mutely, but the Saviour's self instead. 

Consoling and exalting! lo! ail's gone! 

Walls , Altar. Dome , all , all has vanished , 

The Outward , Visible, which was alone 

As the Foretemple, like a Dream , hath fled, 

And the eternal Soul alone abides, 

Its own bete Temple, vast , unlimited. 

Where we adore the Spirit which resides 

Within, no Semblance, but the true Godhead! 

THB CRnaCBTABD. 

It was an Eve of Summer's gentlest mood , 
And the slope sun smiled o'er with lingering ray 
An old Churchyard that in a green nook lay 
Far from all stir of worldliness. I stood 
Wrapt in its holy l)eauty, for a flood 
Of golden Light on the cold graves did play , 
And they were cold no more, but seemed to say, 
ffWe are not that ye deem us, to the good. 
The grave is peace , and life , and liberty . v 
And my Heart answered a yes : » wherefore I know 
Not , but that « yes » was echoed by a sigh! 
Haply 'tmight be that tho' the soul thus glow 
At thoughts of life eternal, yet to die 
In the frail flesh wakes still some shuddering throe! 

OGCASIOVS OF GEBATBISB. 

The great Soul needs no opportunities 
To show its Greatness, it creates them': takes 
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Earth's commonest Materials, aod makes 

The Poesy of Life from them to rise 

Pure as the Muse's fountain ; that which li49 

Before thee , 'tis therein that Wisdom wakes 

The soul of Good oft dormant, 'till it breaks 

Forth like the Flame whose unspent Energies 

Lurk in the Embers , which the careless eye 

Perceives not ! thus by divine Sympathy 

One Soul awakes another seemingdead. 

Thine own Heart can impart a Value high 

To things most mean , by thousand Channels spread 

The noblest Blood of its best Artery! 

PB4TCB. 

O God! from whom all holy Blessings are. 
And chiefly those Chiefblessings , a pure heart 
And humble , grant that I may set apart 
My Soul , a shrine to thee : that as the air 
Receives the Light, so may my spirit share 
The light of Truth : grant me in every part 
Of manyfeatured life that better Art, 
To ioue myself in thee, aright to bear 
Its seeming Ills: for these too, like the Bee, 
Have Sting and Honey , as we bear them we 
Taste this or that! so shall the Thought of Thee 
Attune my Heart, tho' fallen on evil days. 
Like the keynote of some high minstrelsy 
That runs thro' all the strains : and when thy ways 
Seem dark and intricate, oh let me be 
Led by that better light which ne'er betrays! 

soaaow . 

Oh Sorrow, holy Sorrow, thou hast shown 
Me thy whole Face, and lifted quite thy Veil, 
And tho' thy Features may be somewhat pale. 
Yet Beauty Uke to thine I ne'er have knowal , 
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Oft with, a secret Trembling have I flown 

From thj veiled Presence, but now thy least Tttle 

Or {passing Sound of Voice can never fail 

To ;itay my Steps and tune them to thine own! 

Hie noblest Things are deepest— not upon 

The surface found , but like the Pearl , below , 

A!>d oft uncouth in semblance; they alone 

Whom thou hast sobered but not saddened ^ know 

That e'en to thy pale Forehead may be won 

Such Smiles as o'erflushed Joy could never shov! 

fCor are thy Tears all bitter ones : oh no ! 

But these alone are left thee to express » 

Yet how imperfectly, thy Consciousness 

Of the Unspeakable , which in thy woe 

Revealed itself first to thee, still and deep. 

Like to some solemn Vision in sweet Sleep : 

An opening up into Eternity 

Wixen hoped for least, a full Glance from ths EfB 

Of God himself, a Recognition clear. 

When like to Moses in the fiery Bush 

He stood revealed in all his Majesty , 

For purified by Grief , thou thyself wert 

If o longer earthly : the diviner Part 

Had triomphed , and in that thy God drew near. 

The primal Likeness stamped within thine Heart 

In its old Glory did again appear ; 

But of the Godlike which filled thee, a Tear 

Of Wonder Only to thine Eye could start! 

The Noblest, Godliest, we cant express 

But orUy be : its sublime Consciousnesi 

Imprints itself on ail we think and do. 

Its only Utterance a whole Life thrq' ! 

Like the Earth's Centrewarmth it woiIls aasecb. 

Save in the countless Blessings which have been 

Caused by it , in the Flowers and Fruits with which 

It makes her else bare Surface so, so rich! 
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Oh Fancy » vrhat sweet offices, what bright 
Aod holy missions hast thou! 'tis thy power 
That lights the damp and darkling dungeon's fioot 
As with a Heavenray, and by that light 
The sad and sinking Prisoner calls to sight 
The fresh , green fields and Hills he wandered o 'er 
In happy boyhood, and the home no more 
His Eyes shall look on; and in Fancy's Might 
His clanking Chains fall o£f, his Heart h free. 
Far 'bove the petty Spite and baffled Hate 
Of his oppressors, and all memory 
Of what he is , snatching from hitler fate 
An hour of rapture: e'en the outward Eye 
Sublimed > the Spirit helping to create! 

THB BURIAX. 

I 'ye stood upon the dark and fearful Brink 
Of the deep Grave , and heard the cold earth ^U 
Crumbling , above the breast of what was all 
We love, revere— oh how it makes one shrink , 
That dust! it seems to break the last fond Link 
With which hope cheats the heart, and tho' so sDnall, 
Yet 'tis the last of those that still may call 
Up thoughts not quite despair i howe'er hope think. 
There is in that sad sound I know not wha| 
Of agony , that like an icy grasp , 
Clutches the struggling heart and to the spot 
Forces the Eyes, like Stone ) 'till the Breast gasp 
For the poor boon of life : 'tis a dread Lot 
To see our loyed ones thus, aad think that ^ley 99 QP^! 

TRUB STRBHGTH WHAT?LiTlia». 

Behold yon' oldman bound unto the stake. 
His gray Locks stiirM by the wiAd| 4a4 bv^ 
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His sacred body to the flames which are 

Uowilliog Instruments, and for his sake 

Lose ail their terrors : know ye whom ye make 

To suffer, whom ye with the Martyr there 

Have bound, his pangs and triomph high to share? - 

Who is it that the oldman 's form. doth take? 

'Ttt Christ lamsetf! yea ! for himself hath said , 

That whatsoe'er of Good or 111 ye do 

To the least of Am flock, that it uuto 

f/iVn, as if present there, is o0ered; 

Since all the Faithful form in Union true 

One Man with Christ , for that high End he bled ! 

2. Chains are not srength, nor armed hostfli! see there. 
Ye blind Tools in Godshand , who do not know 
From wheuce ye come, or whither 'tis ye go. 
Or what ye labour at! he who can bear 
The cross of Christ, yet faint not, nor despair. 
Is mighty, yea! as Christ, and shall lay low 
With nothing but the Cross each earthly foe; 
For he is no more single : Legions are 
Embattled 'neath the Standard which he shows. 
Whose power can enlist not sword or spear. 
But Thoughts and Hearts q/*Men , which h« whp knows 
To win atchieves a Victory bright and clear; 
The Heart which his one Bosdm doth enclose 
Is many Hearts in one, yea! all Hearts here! 

BARTHSWISDOM. 

Amid the Leaves, yon wingedG«m of air. 
The flrefly, sparkles, with bis paley light. 
Shedding a halo faint, that to the sight 
Scarce makes him visible , as if he were 
A Miser hoarding his frail lamp with care. 
Methinks iu this poor insect, read aright. 
An emblem of that selfish prudeuce might 
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Be found , which 'mong the Sods of Men doth beat- 
Tlie name of Wisdom , tho' it scarcely throw 
Light on the narrow circle of its own 
Moletrack : oft wanting found e'en in the low 
And grovelling paths of earthly Gain alone. 
True Wisdom, like the Star above me now. 
With catholic and alldiifused light doth glow! 

PRATER. 

1. Wilt thou not send ah angel from his Sphere 
To stand beside me , and inspire my Song, 

To urge it like a Prophet's soul along ; 
God let it be so , let him fill mine Ear 
With accents like to those, to which when near 
Thy throne, one of the everquiring throng. 
He strikes his divine harp! yet I do wrong 
Thy Goodness much: fordo we not a// hear 
Far more than an Archangelsvoice?yea! thjr 
Own voice y within us, in its own calm wise 
Filling us, like a gentle Breath, and by 
The Soul's deep Language deigning to reply. 
To comfort and console, when fears arise, 
Best Oracle! which in our own heart lies! ^ 

2. All Prayers conducive reaily to our Good 
God grants , and willingly : yet not always 

In the same sense we ask , nor in the days 
When most we hope them, nor by means we should 
Have looked for; all things are but as the mood 
In which we take them ; Blessings have no place 
Within a Heart devoid of divine Grace, 
E'en tho' they were the choicest Heaven could 
Bestow on man. Oft in our bitterest woe. 
When least we think our prayers are heard, they are 
Already registered above — and lo ! 
Like the Moon under Clouds, Light from afar 
yoL IL 9 
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'fhe soul receives j which silently doth grow, 
'Till its full Brightness clouds no more can barl 

VENICE. 

1 . Fair Venice! scarce less fair than in the pride 
Of better Days, when glory's golden Wing 
Fanned thy victorious Waves, and Earth would ring 
With thy most hipfh exploits, for still abide 
The relics of the Past: Tinie*«annot hide 
All traces of thy Majesty , noi^-wing 
Such memories low ; and tho' a forlorn Thing, 
Yet hast thou tenfold Might to stir the Tide 
Of holiest sympathies : oh it would need 
A Heart of stone to see thee and not weep , 
Thus sinking 'neath harsh Desolation's tread, 
A dim Sunset into old Adria's Deep, 
Whence thou erst rose , a Dayspring on the Sleep 
Of Worlds benighted. Heroes, Commerce, Arts to breed t 

2. Yes, thou didst spring a fair and goodly Tree, 
Of many Centuries' growth, and 'neath thy shade 
The Nations sat ; ytt have we seen thee fade 
With scarce enough of life and memory 
To mourn the thing thou art! and on (a) thy high 
And haughty dwellings patriotgrief has made 
His sad memorials, in wrath has bade 
The dumb Walls curse the Tyrant! it doth wei|^ 
Like" some misshapen Dream upon the Mind, 
Too huge for Grasping, and we turn away 
From the dim Vision of our Thought, and try 
In mere Reality Relief to find. 
But lo! it rises sadder on the Eye , 

(a) JUuding to the touching Mementos on the Pa^ 
lacewallt, such as « vevrk il Giorno : » « non Nobis . » 
etc. 
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And stands before us. Fact and Phantasy! 

S. And when we have o'erpassed the narrow Space 
Of Waters, which that City round Embrace, 
And sever in real Fact unto our Sight , 
As to our Fancy it stands severed quite 
From common Things , unique in Time and Place , 
It seems not as if we had passed alone 
Those few Miles, but as if a Gulf were thrown 
Betwixt us and the World— yea, it doth seem 
As if from real Life into some strange Dream 
We had just stepp'd: as if the Present were 
Forgot, and in its Place the Past. stood there : 
We lose all Consciousness of Self, and as 
Spectres ourselves, 'mid Spectres onward pass. 
Like our own Shadows: real Existence seems 
Something we cannot grasp, a Life of Dreams! 

ON SELFSBEKIHGNESS . 

4« Care not thou merely for what is thine own: 
Thine own House, Children , Fortune, Family, 
Nor even thine own Land alone : for by 
So doing thou wilt lessen, tho' unknown 
To thee, that which thou cherishest alone; 
TA^ little Stream of kindly Acts, ofhigh- 
-Er , nobler Thoughts and Cares , tho' seemingly 
In the vast Ocean ever rolling on 
Of human Afi&irs lost , will yet someday 
Be in sweet Dews repay 'd to the Springhead, 
Which without these were diy : altho' it may 
Seem as the Source were in thyself, 'tis fed 
By means to which thou hast contributed 
But little \ from the years long fled away 

2. Before the Flood, from such far Sources flow 
The daily Blessings which make Life so dear : 
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How much hast thou contributed to rear 

True Freedom 's holy temple , in which now 

Thou worshipest, and liy'st, and breath 'st, as tho' 

It had been ever thus; and yet whose were 

The Hands that lay'd the Cornerstone? which ne'er 

Had been thus firmlyBxed had all thought so 

As thou dost: labour then for others' Good, 

'Tis but a surer Mode to reach thine own; 

Of Man's high Heritage how little would 

Fall to thy Share , hadst thou that part alone 

Which thou thj-sel/haist added ; everyone 

Is with the wealth uf all Mankind endowed! 

3. Do all for all Men ! let not one pass by 
Thy Door unaided : and if thou hast naught 
Besides to give, give that which all men ought 
j4nd can, a Debt due to Humanity; 
For none should be so poor as to deny 
A. K.is8 of Love, a Blessing, which have wrought 
Oft far, far greater Good, than those have thought 
Who gave them : for the truest charity 
Is that of Heart to Heart! let thy Soul blend 
With others, as Star blends with Star to light 
The Heavens; not 'till all men's minds unite 
Can Life 's great Blessings mingle to one End. 
Beat but the universal Heart aright 
And to thine also Health and Strength 'twill lend , 
For is not thine a pulse of it , a Vein 
That bears the Lifeblood to it, and again 
Receives it thence, more noble and more pure 
By this Commingling for the common Good? 
But if each Vein no longer bear its Blood 
To the great Heart, Disease beyond all cure 
Will seize on it, and these must perish too 
With that from whence their Nourishment they drew ! 
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OK WBSTMIHSTERABBBY. 

1. In this vast pile, amid the mighty Dead, 
Eight centuries of Glory, I have caught 
An inspiration from their tombs. I've thought 
On the old Days, when, in the oi-gan 's stead 
That dies in feeble echos o'er my Head , 
The mighty voice of an whole people sought 
The presence of its God, and upward wrought 
As it would rend the roof : and as I tread, 
Methinks the spirit of old times doth wave 
His dusky wings above my pensive brow , 
And like a solemn voice from out the Grave 
Thrills coldly at my Ear, « Time, Time lays low 
The mighty from their seats: spares nought : nought, save 
Worth's memory, and what thou look'st on now ! 

2. This pile was built when Faith sprang from on high 
And still worked Miracles, in Days of yore 
When warm Enthusiasm '9 fullest power 
Swayed the untutored Heart, and men would die 
For their forefathers* creed devotedly : 
The growth of Centuries , and by the dower 
Of many generations built, not poor 
In works of Faith, that to Eternity 
Witness Religion 's Might ; but this old Creed 
Has passed away, and left its Dwell ingpl ace , 
Rich in such spoils as Time cannot efface. 
But hallows more by memories which feed 
Thoughts not of earthly hue , to a new Race 
Of Worshippers^ who o^er their ancient Foes here tread! 

3. Here 'mid this timeworn Aisle, so dim and gray. 
On which eighthundred years do brood, I stand 
In all man 's nothingness : on either hand 
The Dust of Ages crumbling slow away. 
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Relica of things and creeds that in their Day 

Could stir Men's Hearts like Earthquakes; who has scanned 

Such Scenes unmoved, where Time hut waves his wand 

And Centuries vanish , like a Dream, for aye! 

And all their Might and empty Pageantry, 

Their cherished hopes, their passions and their pride. 

Leave but a few faint signs the curious Eye 

Scarce traces on the walls , which still abide , 

Tho' Generations pass, to teach a high. 

Sad Truth, « Earth's hopes are dust and Vanity » ! 

THE BROOK. 

How fresh yon brook flows murmuring along, 
Making sweet music to the distant ear 
Of the wayworn and feverish traveller. 
And tho' its Windings* scape the Eye, its Song 
That warbles, birdlike, the bright Flowers among 
And roundembosomiug Trees, as he draws near, 
Like to a gladsome Weiicome fresh and clear. 
Comes waking in his pensive Breast a throng 
or happy recollections. Nature aye. 
So Selfdisturbance banish not her sway. 
Can offer consolation and a balm 
To the bruised Heart : methinks I hear her say 
« Come rest thee weary one : amid this calm 
Take thy just share of bliss,of thoughts thatknownoharm ! 

ON ESTEEMING THE ETERNAL ONLY* 

Hast thou e 'er aske-d thyself if it can be 
Wise to lay much Stress upon Things which are 
But accidental . which scarce reach so far 
As the mere outward Attributes which we 
Attach unto them? learn thou then to see 
With the Immortal's Eyes: live as a Star 
'Mong Stars, which strive not abo^t Place, nor war 
For Precedence, too busjr with what the 
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Great God created them to be and do! 
And oh ! how happy were it for Men too 
Would they but do the same! each occupied 
With being simply « Man, » each helping true 
His Brethren : all Distinctions set aside 
Which serve Man's inborn Dignity to hide : 
Each seeming in his Fellow's Eyes, at to 

Cod's own, an Equal: neither great nor small. 

But Children of the one great Father all! 

And surely then that Man is little wise 

Who makes Distinctions which God** seif denies! 

THB HIGHTIBGALB . 

Awake my soul, for 'tis the selfsame Song 
That in the pure days of thine Infancy 
Called forth the love of Nature with its high 
And thrilling accents: can that voice belong 
To a mere Bird? or is my fancy wrong 
When I would deem some spirit wanders nigh , 
Giving a Tongue to thoughts that hidden lie, 
Like dewdrops , in the flowers! 'tis a Mirth 
So deep, so holy that it can have birth 
But in a Breast where Love has harboured long : 
Methinks all pleasures mingle with that sound , 
That Fancy dreams, or on this Earth are found! 
Could I , glad Bird, but learn thy holy Lore 
And sing like thee , my now harsh Voice should beat 
All strains of minstrelsy , should charm and cheat 
Men 's Ear's, 'till their dull Hearts grew true once more! 

OV LOWAIMBD PEOPLE. 

Meansoul'd! to talk thus of a Family name; 
Can such an object fill the ample Eye 
Of Wisdom, or of pure Humanity? 
Can Life's wide Sphere afford no worthier Aim? 
Canst thou not make thy Heart one and the same 
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With that calm , mighty Heart, full of all high 
And holy Thiugs, which beats eternally 
In Nature's Bosom? then will a pure Flame 
Burn up upon thy household Hearth, as 'twere 
An Altar of Humanity, and so 
It would be; but if thou wilt take no Share 
In what concerns Mankind ^ then art thou no 
Member thereof, a Branch that will not bear. 
To which no Sap from the great Heart can flow. 
And which enjojrs not its own Life too, for 
The Part litres bj^thefVhole, such Nature's sublime Law! 

EFFECT OF ETBRlRGSTILLKRSS • 

O God, my heart is stirred with secret prayer, 
And in my eye the tears of gratitude 
Stand soft as dewdcops, for in solitude. 
This silence, where each blade and leaf doth share 
A sense of thee, and everything is fair 
And taintless as a Babe's first thoughts , the mood 
Of Man's proud Spirit melts towards thee, Allgood, 
AUbounteous Deity : we seem to hear 
Thy voice as in the mystic Days of yore , 
When Man held commune with his Maker and 
Received his blessing : still thy Works are grand 
And fresh as on the primal Day when o'er 
The Heavens and Earth thou look'dst, and with thy Hand 
Didst motion Sun and Moon , and Chaos was no more^ 

THUS P0SSB58I0NTAKING . 

What we think we possess that truly we 
Possess by thinking so, tho' otherwise, 
Tho' really out of Reach the Treasure lies: 
While what we think we have not, that can be 
Never enjoyed , nor truly ours, tho* the 
Sound "Htledeed in every Point defies 
The quibbling Itawyer's flawdetecting Eyes. 
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To think a Tiling is making it so, — he 

Who thinks that God is in him , will live so 

As if God were, will lit^e godlike in Deed 

And Thought, and then most truly God will grow 

A Part.of him y his Spirit! and will lead 

Him on to Spiritwealth, untill of low 

And perishable Goods he feels no need . 

What we believe is realized , at least 

To us , and what more would a man request? 

Believe thyself then capable of all 

That's great and godlike, and deem nothing small. 

The Little only Littleness can see . 

Yea 9 think that like God himself thou mayst be. 

And then thou wilt become so : think but this 

ff^ith thy whole Heart and Soul, and giue it Act, 

Then with each Day thou *lt grow more so in Fact, 

For thy sublime Belief is also His! 

THE CRiVE. 

Descend with me into the Grave, and there 
Gather what Time has left : look back upon 
The giddy World , and think when all is won 
That boundless Folly covets, still the Care, 
The Fret, the Toil of years, unerring bear 
To this poor Goal : here sets false Glory's Sun, 
Weath]s Glitter fades, and Pleasure's Course is run! 
What wouldst thou bring with thee? Earth's seemingfair 
Yet hollow Gauds , or with more sober Eye, 
The healing Conscience, that plucks out the thorns 
From an unquiet Deathbed? of Eternity 
This is the narrow Pass, and here must die 
All that is not eternal : Truth still warns 
From the Graye'a Dust^ bat man her Counsel scorns ! 
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T1MESGLA.S8 . 

1 . Maiden with the sanny Brow , 

And the starry Eye of blue. 
Tell me truly dost thou know 
Who it is that stands by you? 

2. When these charms of Form and Face 

Withered all like May blooms lie. 
Hast thou to supply their place 
Treasures laid up for ihe sky? 

3. Hast thou higher Beauty which 

Time and sere Decay touch not. 
That can make thee truly rich 

Tho' stern Want should be thy lot? 

4. As the Years pass o'er thy Brow, 

And imprint their Wrinkles there. 
In the deep Heart far below 

Seek thou that which shall not wear . 

5. Thou that like a fragile Flower 

Seem'st but destined for the Sun, 
Know that by the passing hour 
The future web of Life is spun. 

6. If then it be wove awry. 

It will give thee pain and care , 
Toil and trouble to untie 

The knots which Folly 's hand made there ! 

7. Thus spake an old , old , grayhaired Man 

With something of solemnity. 
Yet an halfsmile, if close you'd scan, 

Lurked in his shrewd, grey , twinkling Eye. 

8. Then held he up unto her face 

A glass which in his hand he bore , 
And said , « what do 'st thou , Maiden, trace, 
Saw- St th«u e'er the like before? 

9. She gazed into the glass with pride. 

Her cheek was flushed , her Eye did beam , 
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She pushed the old Man s hand aside 
Halfpettish I yet wellpleased did seem . 

10. He held up next an hourglass. 

And said, « these little grains iivhich sink 
Thus noiselessly, will bring to pass 

Strange things that neither of us tbink, 

11. And they will make us too, I hope, 

Betteraoquainted than just now , 
Tho' paltry seems their scanty, scope, 

T^ejr do much , for no rest they know^ 

12. Make sure of them, they show like Sand, 

But they are worth far more t^an Gold , 
Oh! let them not slip thro' thy Hand : 

Their full worth thou wilt know when old.' 

1 3. Tho' small t'eir Size, ithey make the Day, 

Yea! and the bulk uf each big Year, 
And if you cast them ouce away 

They leave an awkward Gap I fear . 

14. The Maiden at the Houiglass 

Look'd not, but in the Mirror took 
Another peep ere he did pass 

Away , and his grey Head he shook. 

15 . Years had rolled on , and once again 

The oldman by the Maiden stood. 
He found her, as he left her, vain , 

« Tomorrow and Tomorrow » was her mood! 

16. He showed her in the glass that face 

Which Time had altered visibly , 
Yet still retained the former grace , 
Which pleased the undiscerning Eye. 

1 7. Complacently she looked on it. 

Yet many Tokens pained her there. 
And chagrined , half her lip she bit , 
Then turned about with angry Air, 

18. Begone, old Dotardi who are you? 

I know you notV^ur tail iisvain : 
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Said he, « my daty I but do, 

I leave you , but to call again / 

19. That yon do know me not is clear. 

The more the Pity 'tis for you , 
For they who learn to know me here 
Too late, their fault are sure to rue. 

20. The years flew on , and pity less 

They furrowed over that smooth brow. 
And hateful grey mixed with each tress. 
Yet left the heart unchanged below. 

21. The Hive was empty, and its bees, 

Wing'd moments, who should fill the cells , 
Were few, and Autumn's breath did freeze 

The flowers where the best Juice swellii. 
22 Again by her he took his stand , 

He showed his glass , she turned away. 
Then shattered with an angry hand 

The f 00 true Image of decay . 

23. He showed the hourglass once more. 

The grains were running very low, 
« Take heed , before thy soul to God 
With these dread Witnesses shall go, 

24. They are unbribeable », he said. 

Then left her on his words to muse. 
But Truth, when Vanity's not dead. 
Can Folly's eyes scarce disabuse . 

25. Fix'd habit still the sceptre grasps. 

And passions their old nurture crave. 
And Age's skinny hand unclasps 
Its bauble only in the grave . 

26. Once more he stood beside her; on 

A sickbed pale and worn she lay, 
« Dost thou now know the erst unknown , » 
He said, the worms demand this clay, 

27. And Heaven thy soul, such as it is! » 

She gave a look of shuddering fear. 
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Art thou not Time? oh God! in this 
Moment with Death I feel thee here ! 

28. But a short while ago I was 

Time limited and brief, said He, 
Bat onward now with thee I pass , 
Not Time, but all Eternity! 

29. And just as these words reached her ear. 

The last sandgrain of all had run , 

Earth claims that which remaineth here. 

For this, said He, she lived alone! 

30. Mortals take heed, this tale is ours. 

And while we criticize and laugh. 
Look to it, lest these same swift hours 
Winnow not grain, but empty chalf. 

P4TniOTisn . 

Truth's Martyrs ne'er by Tyranny are crush 'd. 
They have a thousand Lives; tho' baflled Hate 
Scatter their Ashes, 'tis but to create 
From every Particle of hallowed Dust 
A Spark of Truth, that dies not out, but must 
Or soon or late blaze up; few Years may date 
Their bright Career, or Guilt anticipate : 
*Tis but to make them of all Time , a Trust 
And Pledge to Worlds betray 'd : the Light 
That burns within them is of Heaven's best, 
And may not be extinguished, tho' the Might 
Of Hell be leagued its Lightnings to arrest ; 
It passes harniliiss o'er truetempered Sight, 
Scathing the Tyrant on his Throne, 'till Earth have Restl 
Henceforth, ai spiritual Presence o'er 
The Earth they watch— a thousand Forms they take, 
Live in a thousand Hearts, not as before 
In one : 'till multiplying more and more. 
The Universal Heart in each awake 
And each in it, for Parts the Whole still make! 
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And ihen again they Htc in one Heart, as 

Before, for Mankind's Heart grows what their % was; 

Thus in their single Breast the Hearts of all they bore! 



iNTOtBBANCB. 

He who would chain the Eaglewing of Mind 
Within the narrow Circle of his own 
Particular Greed, alas! cannot be one 
Of those who love the Truth : yet such we find : 
Nor wanting those that with hase Shackles bind 
Her nobler Votaries , who labour on 
With Marty rcou rage, 'till the Goal be won : 
With Ma'rtyrreverence and Zeal ne'er blind, 
That will not take a Lie , nor accept aught 
or Man 's Inventions , for her divine Light . 
It is a Task with Peril ever fraught 
To take it from the Bushel, where from Sight 
The Cunning-ones of Earth have hid it, taught 
That Men cannot be Slaves and see aright ! 

TO FABBDOM. 

Hail Freedom! Springhead of each choicest Good, 
Flowing from Heaven's depths, the more that share 
Thy Draughts the fuller is the Fount. Lifeair, 
By which alone we live, and are renewed! 
'Tis thy strong Beating spreads the healthy Blood 
Thro' th* Universal Heart, whose Pulises were 
Else dull and stagnate , and of all Things fair 
To thee are due the Firstfruits, next to God! 
How glorious, methinks, thy Name to hear 
In the calm Whisper of tenmillion low , 
Accordant Voices — . like the Ocean, so 
Mankind, vrhen joined in one , has nought to fear: 
Each then is what the fP'hole is ! and when one 
Is injured, it is all Humanity 
That's injured in him-^ thus is each kept by 
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The Whole inviolate as itself — none 

Are little, but all godlike as the Whole , 

All free, like Drops that with the Ocean roll! 

Thus too each Soul is safe in the great Soul , 

And injuring it, you injure the Mosthigh, 

Who will remember it accordingly! 

There is I know not what in such a Sight 

Of Majesty, when priyate Hope and Hate 

Mix not therewith its Grandeur to abate ; 

"WTien in the sole Conviction of Man 's Right 

A Nation lifts its Voice, and in the Might, 

The fearless Consciousness of Truth, elate 

Yet sober, while just Means most fitly mate 

"With holiest Ends, goes forth unto the Fight! 

A Triomph too not stained with Blood nor wrought 

By Violence, that mars the Good it sought: 

But thro' the noblest Feelings of Mankind, 

Resistlessly , a3 in one Heart combined! 

And when that Heart has but the Feeling true 

Of its ownself, and \^hat it*s destined to , 

No greater Good will it then seek or find! 

For if it thinks and feels godlike and free 

JViihin itself, where can it truly be 

So much so, and thenceforth ^vhat chains can bind? 

Thoughts are the only Fetters for the Mind ! 

eOHTBMT . 

Poor Fool! to look with Envy at a King! 
Saw'st thou how quick the Temples throb below 
That jewelled Bauble glittering on his Brow, 
Couldst thou but feel how many curses cling 
To that false Pomp, its Brightness withering: 
Or look beneath vain Semblances, and know 
Within that narrow Space how much of Woe , 
Guilt, Shame, and Fear, are ever ministring 
Their slow , sure Poison to the restless Heart : 
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Oh! thou woaldst turn away in Selfdisgust, 
To think that hollow Splendor can impart 
To a poor Worm, made, like thyself, of Dust ^ 
Such Sway , tliat Men , slaved by the baser Part , 
Unto their Eyes, their Judgments thus entrust! 

BABTHSBBtrBFACTOBS . 

Toil on, ye godlike Spirits , toil : plough ye 
The Fnrrow, and therein the good Seed sow. 
Truth's divine Seed! but seek not here below 
Remuneration: for the more yc be 
Like Christ, so much the more ungratefully 
Shall ye be treated! for ye shall rise no 
Statue or Column, Festival or Show, 
To cherish in Men's Hearts your Memory : 
But like the Echo of a most vain Thing, 
Your Names shall pass away without a Traoe: 
'Till the true Crop, in due Time ripening. 
Shall vindicate for you a higher Place 
In Glory's Shrine, than Conqueror or King, 
Whose Trophies Worms and Dust shall soon eflace ! 

LIFE. 

Aud what is Life? — a Child among the Flowers: 
A K.iss : the Loosing of a Maiden 's Zone , 
The Lifting of the Veil by Fancy thrown 
Around her Form , aud then the bitter Hours , 
The Heritage of those who use her Powers 
Vnwisetjr; 'tis the Sickman's feeble Moan: 
A Mother's Joy: an evervarying Tone, 
A passing Shadow: Sumbeams amid Showers. 
It is all this , but it is something more! 
It is a Striving towards all Good— a wise 
And steady Application of that Lore , 
Wherein all Happiness and Wisdom lies. 
By which we draw forth from Afflictions sore 
That Evenmindedness , Life 's noblest Pi ize ! 
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BBIffGSRIDDLE . 

We leave this World as strangely as we came 
Into it, without learning why or how : 
The Riddle still remains unsolved , we know 
At last , nor more nor less, hut just the same 
As at the first — 'tis as if Nature's Aim 
Had been to wrap in Mystery , which no 
Thought e'er can penetrate, the Source whence flow 
The thousand Streams of Being : should I name 
One who might loose the Knot, it likeliest were 
The newborn Child , who but just now was there 
'Mid the great Spirits all , before the Throne 
Of God; yet were he able back to stare , 
Impenetrable Gloom would meet alone 
His Glance, and Witness save the Soul is none! 

MGHTTHOCCHT. 

Oft from the Closing of the Flower 'till 
The Opening thereof, ye Stars, have I 
Watched ye move onwards thus, thus silently, 
And my Soul spake — « how meekly they fulfill 
Their so unspeakably grand Task: how still 
They burn , with Fire soft as in Love's Eye : 
And each, as he sinks downward from the Sky, 
Shines on the same — ! » Oh might they but insliil 
In me the Spirit which impels them, how. 
How blessed would Man's Being then appear! 
No Strife, no Vanity , no Doubt to throw 
Upon his Path a Shadow or a Fear , 
But being cairn itself y all Things would grow 
Like to the Soul, by its own Light made clear! 
'Till this so troubled Scene of Earth should seem 
As lovely as those Stars which o'er me gleam I 
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IDOLATBY. 

There are fiir worse Idolaters than those 
Who bow down to Tain Images of Stone 
Or Metal: Men, whose Hearts have never known 
One generous Thought! who worships falsely, shows 
At least that stilhthe Fount of Feeling flows 
Within him, but directed ill alone; 
But to these, God or Devil, 'tis all on« : 
Naught, naught is holy — so they but hold close 
The dne great Idol , c< Self », in their Embrace ! 
These are the worst Idolaters , Men who 
Their Maker's Image wantonly deface , 
Who laugh at all high Thinking, at all trae 
And noble Feeling, as quite out of Place 
III Weekdajrlife , as having naught to do 
Therewith: Proofs of mere Simpleness , and to 
Romancers' Dreams akin! as if there could 
Be any Field so fit for all that 's good 
And gbdlike as Man's daify- Sphere! the Space 
His most familiar Affisctions should 
Comprize:! 'tis here the great Mind gains that Mood 
Of sublime Wisdom, teaching it to brace 
The Sinews of its Industry , to see 
Nothing as mean or little, tho' it be 
To break Stones by the Roadside : but all good 
Alike to help us to unfold the Soul 
Within us — • to become cc quite Men » ! to this 
High Purpose making Good and 111 subserve > 
Nay! making them indifferent! such is 
Her divine Priviledge, her highest Goal! 
Enough, if in all Stations he preserve 
The Man^ and what he wants , at least deserve i 
And then he will want Nothing ! for when he 
Has himself worthy o/'the Blessings made, ' 
Then they, like Angels » nfrill be near to aid , 
Nay ! flowing from himself lufailiDgly ! 
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IiOYE. 

Loye is the Leayen of Life's daily Breads 
Without which it will nourish not; and oil! 
Without, how salt is its best Fare! more so 
Than the hard Crust on which the Beggar's fed. 
If with one kind Word seasoned : Love can spread 
A Banquet worthy of the Angels — tho' 
The Fare seem coarse and scant , it is not : no! 
But so , so sweet that nothing in its Stead 
Could nourish half so much, for it doth make 
Content : no Man is poor who loves indeed] 
The scanty Bread which he doth daily break. 
By Miracle like that whereof we read. 
Is. multiplied, and made too, for his sake. 
More than sufficient for Life's every Need ! 
Would *st thou be rich, most rich? then love, love, love: 
Love aU, and thou 'It be rich as He above, 
Who loving all before himself, is the 
Great Focus of eternal Love , from whence 
Each Ray that fosters this cold Earth mast be 
Derived, and to which it returns from hence! 

IUB1TR8. 

Oh! there are other Martyrdoms than those 
Of Rack, and Stake, and Fire! some are by 
Their own Hearts martyred, and the Poesy, 
Whose Perfume far excels the sweetest Rose , 
Is wrung from out them , like the Sweat which flows 
From the pale, throbbing Brow of Agony! 
On the high Altar of Humanity , 
Like costly Incense , the true Poet throws 
His Heart, and there in its own holy Fire 
Is it consumed : yet still the pure Desire 
At which the Flame was kindled, that remains, 
'But more sublimed by all its Griefs and Paio8» 
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And when in Ashes that Heart shall expire , 
Consumed therewith , fresh Force thereby it (a) gains , 
And like pure Gold , rtill its first Worth retains^ 
Reducing all, t)f Origin no higher 
Than Earth, to Dust, when into Contact brought 
With it, the Lightning of eternal Thought! 



TBB UNUTTERABLE. 



1 . Hast thou remarked the purpleclustered Vine 
In Kutnmn ^ thus so meekly, silently, 

With its rich Fruitage thanking thee for thy 

Long Care of it? and is there naught divine 

In this its Silence? speaks it not to thine 

Own Heart? and if it had a Voice, whereby 

To tell its Gratitade, could it reply 

More godlike or intelligibly ? shine 

Not too the Stars with stillymode&t Rays, 

The 6ood they do their only Hymn of Praise? 

And whei;j1;hou pluck 'st the ripe Grapes, does it ask 

One^Teast, lea^^com pease? it only lays 

Aside its Tveasui:ea, meekly to its Task 

Gathers it» Strength w/VAm , and neath the liitask 

Of deathlike Wii^jfer, 'till the coming Spring 

Shall bid its Blossoms in the Sunshine bask. 

Fulfills its godlike End unmurmuring! 

2. And thou , ol| AKan! wilt thou not act likewise ? 
Or shall the Flo^^ersof the Field do more 

Than thee with all thy Wisdom and vain Lore? 

If Nature in thee first alune doth rise 

To sublime Consciousness of Myateries 

Hid from all other Beings : if before 

Thy godlike Eye this World , with all it bore 

And bears, be as a Glass where it descries 

The Forms of coming Things shown visibly , 

(a) The D*>sire. 
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Shadows cast down beforehand : £cho4 clear 
That come from and fade in Eternity, 
Which in the vast Bell we at all Times hear; 
If the invisible Things of God are by 
The visible revealed to thy sole Eye , 
Then let that Consciousness in thee appear. 
The Consciousness of wherefore thou art here ? 
For when thou workest out most consciousljr 
That End , then art thou too most godlike , ne er 
Forgetting in thyself the Deitjr ! 

3. In this 80 lovely World their destined Aim 
All Things work out , unconscious it may be , 
Yet still they work it out as sure as thee. 
Yea! surer with their Instinct, than, oh Shame! 
Thou with thy Reason ! with the Sword and Flame 
Thou mar'st his Works, and oh! because thus free , 
Because more godlike than all else that he 
Has made, wilt thou alone belie thy Name? 
Oh! if the human Soul within thee could 
Work out the Godlike but as steadily, 
As stilly , as that Vine doea what it should 
After its BLind, and knowing not the why 
Or wherefore, but content with doing Good, 
How bless 'd wert thou in like Simplicity! 

4. Gouldst thou but bear thy Gooddeeds a» it does 
Its Fruits upon its Branches , within Reach 
Of all, yea! e'en the Child's! or could st thou teach 
Thy proud Heart to do even as the Rose, 
Which casts its Perfume on the Air, nor knows 
When next the Dew may fall ! how all Things preach 
In Language so, so eloquent, what each 
In its high Maker's Service to him owes! 
Not e'en the Bramble beisirs it$ Thorns in itain. 
But inculcates this Moral with the ^ain 
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It gives the rade Grasp, that not by brute Might, 
Bat holy Gentleness , we surest gain 
Hie End proposed , thus erer in oar Sight 
He Hand of God himself directs os right ! 

5. There is no Word to atter all that the 
Deep Soul contains : and God himself doth know 
(Nay ythis it is that makes his Godhead) no. 
No other Way to otter all that he 

Feels, frames, thinks , saye by thro' all Things that be 

Making some Portion of his owrueifSiow< 

He is the Unspeakable! therefore below 

The Soal that^eeis him most, is that which we 

Hear speaking least of Him , is that which least 

Can utur what it feels ! the Deity 

Takes to himself the undiyided Breast, 

And sends a holy Tear unto the Eye, 

The best Blood to the Pulse, thus to attest 

The Godlike, which must still unuttered lie! 

6. The Low, the Common, that is loud not deep» 
The Love that bears no Fruit, but only Flower , 

Is cradled , coffined , in one fleeting Hour , 

And dwells much on the Lip, which it will steep 

With honeyed Falsehoods — but that which can keep 

The Heart warm in old Age , that dies before 

It utters half of what within it bore , 

E*en Ifjr its Deeds, not Words! it can but weep 

And smile unutterable Things, and press 

The Heart it loves in holy Consciousness , 

Deeper and sweeter from its Secrecy / 

Like unto God , in pure Meekheartedness 

Creating from afar the Good whereby 

It seeks all in its Influence to bless ; 

Or like some Star lost in the distant Sky, 

But shining on contented not the less , 



Yea! nearer, dearer unto God's clear Eye, 
Because thus hrd from mortal Littleness! 

9. Then thou, dear Soul, go home to thy poor Cot, 
Content and happy with whatever Lot 
The Heavens assign thee« for therein thou still, 
Tho' but four narrow Walls embrace the Spot, 
fHamst work out all the Godlike, and fulfill 
Thy Being's Aim, as well as if the Span 
Of this widereaching Universe were thine! 
Go, kiss the Brow of her who at thy Door 
Meets thee, and of thy little ones, and feel. 
Yea! with thine inmost Heart , I tell thee feel 
That which thy Want makes but still more divine. 
The Consciousness of being a quite a Man! » 
Nor call thyself but for one moment /7oor, 
For that were Blasphemy ! but break thy Bread , 
And ask thjr Father's Blessing, and then see 
If 'round thy Wife's and each Child 'sjiittle Head, 
A Glory, like an Angel's, be not spread: 
And if thou seest it not, the Fault's in thee! 
Then ask thy deep Heart what it feels, and sure 
'Twill say, I feel the quite Unspeakable , 
Yea! God tiimsel/? and more I cannot tell! 

TBB MAIDEN ARD THB fiOSE. 

Oh! Maiden, view thine Emblem in the Rose, 
And as the Flower guards its Beauties by 
Its Thorns, enshrine thou so thy Chastity 
In mildlysevere Thoughts, which may, like those , 
Repel the Nature coarse and rude , that knows 
Not the heartreacliing Power of Modesty , 
But wound not that which gently woos with high 
Conviction of the Reverence it owes 
To thee in God, and God in thee: for where 
Meekness and Pureness most inhabit, there 
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Is he most too I and as the Heaveosdew 
Lies on that opening Rose, so fresh and fair. 
So may its choicest Blessing light on you , 
Heariireshness , Feelings still lo Naiure true ^ 
^s Flowers trembling in the Sun and Air ! 

ULEBLIGIOH . 

God! God! I feel my very Heartsblood rise. 
Boiling with Indignation at the Thought 
That divine Things should thus be sold and bought. 
Oh ! send thy Son down once more from the Skies 
To cleanse the Temple of such Blasphemies : 
For Moneychangers there have so long wrought 
Their Trade of Infamy, that they have brought 
(in Minds that mark not where the real lUlies) 
E'en thy Name into Disrepute — not worth 
Is longer deemed a Requisite for thy 
Bless 'd Service , but mere worldly Wealth or Birth t 
And thus of Divine Things there is such Dearth, 
That carnalminded Priests, yea! e'en close by 
Thine Altar, make thy Word a Mockery ! 

4 MATDAlYWALK into TBB COUKTBT U lfOTTnrGaA.MSBlRE. 

1. The Citybells were ringing loud, 

I wot not well what it was for , 
And in the Streets a motley Crowd 
Was shouting Liberty and Law. 

2. Gay Streamers floated on the Air, 

Which kissed them with its Breath of Love , 
Highsounding Titles written were 
In golden Characters above. 

3. Shout on , said I , within myself. 

But Freedom answers not your Call , 

Who couples her high Name with Pelf, 

In other Ears the Fool should bawl . 

4. She dwells above the starry Sphered, 

And looking calmly down from thence 
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The pure Soul 's sublime Prayer she hears, 
Who grasps the Sword in Selfdefence *. 

5. But think ye on this Hubbub here 

Where Idiots deaf each other bray j 
She bends her from her Ether clear, 
Or hears one Word of all they say ? 

6. In some low Clime, far short of that 

Where her calm, serene Bieath is drawn, 
Thote idle Sounds die out, where Bat 
And dull Oblivion brood forlorn! 

I. No Tenpoundfreeholders knows she. 

No Sura of Gold can buy the Right 
To that divine Equality 

In which her Worshippers delight. 

8. I heard the loud Forgehammers ring, 

And saw the tall Smokecolumns rise. 
With countless Proofs how everything 
There aided Mammon 's Victories. 

9. It checked the Beatings of my Heart, 

I breathed as in a stifling Mine , 
Whose few vile Grannies scarce impart 

A Reflex of the Light divine ! 
to. I saw the greedy Hand clutched fast. 

And Childhood martyred unto Gain , 
Receiving from t^e cheerless Past 

The Heritage of future Pain. 

II . On the pale Lip no merry. §ong , ;T:1 . 0£ 

No holy Meanings in the Eye, 
And e'en the godlike Form by Wrong ' 
Debased irrecognizably . 

1 2. The divine Lamp within the Soul 

Left void of Education's Light , 
Vile Gay to mould the Knaye or Fool , 
As Chance might fashion it or Spite . 

1 3. The Mansion left untenanted. 

Where a bright Angel's self should dM^ell, 
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And Thorns apon tlie Pillow spread 

Where hope in golden Dreams should revel! 
14. 1 heard loud Voices boast of Gain, 
Saw Enyy, Bickerings, and Strife, 

And Men who for a Shadow rain' 
Plucked out the Heart of social Life! 

15. And Statesmen talked with loud Applause 

Of national Prosperity, 
Discussed divine and human Laws, 

Then sealed with Blood Man *8 Slavery. 

1 6. Mammon rudejostling God aside 

Holds on his Altar Orgies wild. 
The Church, Christ's once celestial Bride, 
Is by Adultery defiled. 

1 7. A Heart of Mire this God of Clay 

Asks as his chosen Sacrifice, 
And emptying their Breasts, away 
Men fling the Joys of Paradise . 

18. Love, Mercy, Truth, Humanity, 

Are trodden in the Highway dust. 
And these pure Jewels of the Sky 
For Earth's vile Mire are pawned in Trust ! 

19. These Jeweli . which on God's own Brow 

Fill the celestial Halls with Light, 
By Panders' Hands are soiled below. 
Void of all Beauty in our Sight! 

20. Men pluck from out the Soul its Eyes, 

That they may ne'er desire aught 
Save Mammon , yea! they'd pay the Price, 
Tho' e'en with God and Gospel bought. 

21. Gold, Gold, the mighty Thief! he robs 

The Maiden 's Heart of its chaste Lore , 
And in the Pulse , where first Love throbs, 
Instils the Passions of the Whore . 

22. Gold whispers in the Priest's quick Ear , 

And while Godsname is on his Lip , 
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Mammon rules in his Heart, and there 
Of sublime Faith the Wings doth clip. 

23. Gold sits beside the stembrowed Judge 

When Justice rises j/rroth to speak , 
And warned by the wellknown Nudge, 
He shuts his Ears to Misery's Shriek ! 

24. Gold gives the Statesman Eloquence 

To turn white black, and black to white. 
To smooth and gloss with sly Pretence 
Crimes to which Power and Greed invite . 

25. Then in the Blackman 's Blood his Pen 

He'll dip and sign a Nation 's Woe , 
Heap Ruin on his Fellowmen, 

Then smirk and smile, and cringe and bow . 

26. We bring our Children up for Gold, 

'Tis Life's grand End, the Wiseman's Aim, 
No matter if the Heart be cold. 
Be the Purse full, 'tis all the same! 

27. No matter if the Lip ne'er glow. 

Nor the Pulse beat to divine Thought , 
If on the dusty Track they go , 

And Gold in due Jmount be wrought! 

28. 'Tis placed within the Baby's Grasp, 

And glittering, snakelike, lures his Eye, 
Then round his Heart its Folds doth clasp, 
'TUl all high Feelings stifled die. 

29. The Cradle thus is made the Groi'e 

Of Infancy, and Hope, and Love, 
And from their Wrecks the Soul can save 
Naught which it erst brought from above . 
30- Oh England! thy once mighty Heart 
Is welliiigh cold within thy Breast , 
And its faint Beatings scarce impart 
A doubtful Life unto the rest. 
31 . Thou might 'st be as a Soul of Good 

To the wide World , aud make the Sea 
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As the Mainartery which should 
Bear the Lifeblood of Liberty! 

32. But Providence is just and good, 

And forces us to reap the Field 
Which we have sown with Loye or Blood , 
Whatever Crop the Seed may yiel|d . 

33. Gold, Gold , when sought as thou hast sought it , 

Is Barbarism and Selfishness , 
With thine own Barbarism hast thou bought it. 
The Curse on thine own Head doth press. 

34. Th' Indifference which thou hast shown 

To human Happiness abroad^ 
With its unnattJVal Beak thine own 
Bowels in Vulturewise hath gnawed 1 
35. Th e selfsame Spirit here at home 

Hath scourged with cruel Laws thy Sons , 
And stained with Blood Streams that should come 
Pure from the Fount whence Justice runs. 
36. Thro' this tpo antique Prejudice 

Begets on Change a motley Brood , 
Halfman, halfsavage, Centaurwise, 
Hermaphrodite of Bad and Good . 
3*7. These Thoughts had made me very sad. 
The City seemed a Smithy vast. 
The Sun shone bright^ the Earth was glad , 
But Gloom hung o 'er it from the Past. 

38. But as I left its Din behind. 

And all its evil Sounds and Sights , 
A gentler Mood stole o'er my Mind, 
Sadness which has its own Delights. 

39 . With every Step I happier grew , 

And as o'er the sweet Flowers I trod, 
I smelt the Perfume of their Dew 
Sent like an Incense up to God^ 

40. Not in four, narrow Walls ] stood. 

With Worldlings fashipnably dje>l:. 
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Preserving in Godshoase the Mood 

Of Life 's vain Fever and Unrest : 
41 . No Priest mouthed o'er the Words of Love , 

Or robbed them of their divine Grace, 
But Inspiration from above 

My Soul to her high Task did brace. 
42 A lovely Vision rose before 

My Sight, and like some FeverdreaA^ 
The City and its Din ho more 

Than a vain Fancyfreak did seem ; 

43. Wood, Hill, and Plain, before me lay. 

At bright aerial Distance seen , 
And still before I saw my Way 
. Leading by Stream and Meado'W green . 

44. Sunglancing Spires in Distance rose. 

Some bosomed deep in antique Trees , 
Of which each one its old Tale knows 
But whispered only to the Breeze ! 

45. And by the Breeze to Poet brought , 

Dreaming by haunted Wood or Stream , 
And who can by celestial Thought 
Some Fragments of the Past redeem . 

46. Then many an old forgotten Song 

Gomes sweeping past upon his Ear, 
And on his Mindseye Phantoms throng 

From Graves of many a buried Year. 
47. These waken 'neath the Poet's Tread , 

Some stirring like a Trumpetsblast , 
And others soft and sweet, as fed 

By Memories of Loves long past. 

48. Some whisper like a Woman slip, 

Mourning o'er Guile and broken VoWs, 

And some like Tempestwinds which strip 

The Autumnleaves from off the Boughs. 

49. And with them come all mingled Sounds 

And Sights that Eye or Ear can know, 
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Farechoing Horns and baying Hounds > 
Reflected in a Lake below. 

50. And Castles frowning o'er the Steep 

Of some hoar, rivergirdled Rock, 
Which down beneath in Eddies deep. 
For Ages to the old Towerclock 

51. Hath sung .wild Music: then as on 

Tvte Phantasmagoria mores. 
Cities sleeping in the Sun, 

And learned Academic Groves; 

52. Where Infant-Art and Science lay. 

In the still Arms of Solitude 
And Time longcradled, 'till the Day 
When they grew powerful for Good. 

53. Gay Tournement and Plumes that dance 

In Fancy's golden Atmosphere, 
Who with her Wand lo?es to enhance 
All she presents to Eye or Ear. 

54. Then up a Dustcloud rises high. 

With Spears sunglancing seen above. 
Hark! the Onsetshock, the Cry, 

Tramp of Coursers, Thrust and Sho?e. 

55. And now its Echo fades away 

Longthrilling on the inward Ear, 
And as his Dream that bygone Day 
And all its Uproar doth appear! 

56. Anon he looks o'er leaguered Towns 

And Tents, War's Stir and Panoply, 
With Glimpses, o'er greenswelling Downs, 
Of Fleets and the bluebosomed Sea^ 

57. And as the Mirror lets us know 

The Features else we ne 'er should see , 
So do these Visions truly show 
Our doublefaced Rum&nitjl 

58. Then up he wakes as tho' he'd been 

Years in another World, for Thought 
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Can crowd into a Momentsspace 

What Time's slow Centuries liave wrought I 

THE W4IIDBRER. 

Barefoot be is, and scantyclothed too 
'Gainst Life's rude Blasts, jet Comfort's in his Eye, 
And Age sits on his Greyhead cheerily, 
Strewing with gentle Hand its gradual Snow. 
Tho' he be worldforsaken , he doth show 
No Signs of Desolation: eyernigh 
An unseen Power props him inwardly , 
And to an ampler Shape his Soul doth grow. 
Till the Clay tenement can hold no more! 
He can create around an Atmosphere 
Of Joy, and send abroad from his Heartscore 
A Beauty and a Brilliance, still to cheer 
The Forms of outward Being: with high Lore 
His Faith is fraught , and by it he sees clear! 

OH PURBLIYIKG. 

Oh live this Life as a Foresabbath to 
The long, calm Sabbath of Eternity, 
And ever in Imagination 's Eye 
Let this fair World, domed by the Heavensblue, 
Be but as a Forctemple, Forecourt , thro' 
Which thou must pass to reach the Sanctuary^ 
Uuto the Holy of all Holies , nigh 
The inmost Shrine , to spiritual View 
Revealing the One God! when holy Death, 
Soie Porter at the Gates of Paradise, 
Shall let thee in — live pure then , draw th$ Breath 
Of daily Life like Incense for the Skies: 
And let thy Thoughts be innocent as are 
The Flowers of the Field, without Disguise! 
Tho' clothed with Beauty, they show forth not their. 
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But his sole Glory, who first bade them rise; 
Go! let thy Life like Testimony bear! 

OH THE ikMTIKOCS IN THE FLORBHCB PINBARTSGALLBKY. 

Music ! ^- what Music e'er was like to thy 
Low Voice , Antinoas , which 611s the Ear 
Like Seraphechos from some happier Sphere? 
How often have I listened , while hai-dby 
The vulgar Herd passed on unconsciously. 
As if there were no Language save that here 
Which we employ, distuned by Grief and Fear: 
As if there were no Utterance , calm and high , 
Whose slightest Whisper is far mightier than 
The Thunder, and whose Echos die away 
In Regions far beyond the Thought of Man! 
Yet 'tis, alas! not always that I may 
Hear those sweet Accents: Silence, chill and wan, 
Seals the cold Lips , which speak not to dull Clay! 

WISDOM . 

Wisdom is ever young, she cherishes 
A childlike Heart, and takes Delight in Things 
Which seem of little Worth : and as his Wings 
The Butterfly expands to Summerskies, 
So she her Heart to the least Impulses 
Of holy Nature — not a Bird that sin^s 
By Wood-or-Streamside, but she thereto brings 
A willing Ear, a Heart which strives and tries 
In Lowliness and Love to comprehend ; 
And as to Love there is no Mystery, 
So thro' the Birdsmouth Nature 's self will send 
From th' universal Heart an Impulse high. 
Which hers with it in quiet Strength shall blend, 
And pour a hidden Worth thro' Ear and Eye! 
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COirSCIEKCB. 



Oh tbou gvcet Voice, thou Voice of dearest Friend, 
For ever prompting at my inmost Ear 
To Thoughts of holy Awe, and ^vholesome Fear 
Of that which is not right, 'tis thine to send 
After a Gooddeed Music that doth blend 
With our Soul's very Essence, and we hear 
The far off Angelchoirs more sweet and near, 
Whispering in Joy around: oh! that each End 
Of Life may meet thy Praise, still gently giv« 
Me holy Admonitions how to li^e: 
Oh may I list thy sweet Voice CTermore 
Tuning my Soul to Music: Jet the Strife 
Of earthly Sounds have o'er my Ear no Power, 
But in thy calm, deep Wisdom be my Lore! 



A PaOPBECT . 



When shall Man BroOier be to Man , the Brand 
Inglorious rust, or haply be but scanned 
With curious Eye — a Token of those Days, 
When the Sword reaped a Harvest of more Praise 
Than Pen tho' wielded by a Milton's Hand, 
And flashing sublime Lightnings o'er the Land ? 
The Dust of many Ages on his Wing 
Must Time first gather, ere to Hope he bring 
This rich Fulfillment— Men must (iist be taught 
By what Means all enduring Things are wrought : 
That Conquests of the Sword are palpable. 
And, like the Hand that wields it, pass away! 
That those of Mind alone enduring dwell , 
Like the Soul whence they sprang, a Good for aye! 
And they must learn too , that the beating Heart 
Of human Love is still Man's noblest Part; 
And that to God the Offering most dear. 
Is of that Love , one little , heartfelt Tear ! 
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BOPB. 

Hope is the greatest Thief and Jagglerl he 
Robs us of this fair Present, ot the Hour 
Which is our own , aRd which he has no Power 
To give us back, with all his Jugglery, 
For that which we may never live to see ; 
He lures us on from each ripe Fruit and Flower,. 
Still promising us sweeter , 'till to our 
Heartsgrief we reach that bright Futurity , 
Painted so fair, and find naught but the Grave, 
From which the Sunset has )ust died away ! 
And weary with the yain Chace which we haye 
Followed so long, we sit down on the gray. 
Old y mos^y Stone, and while the dark Yews ware 
Above us , listen to the Sculls , which say , 
(c Here Traveller is the Bourne of thy long Way^ 
Take one more Look of Life, for soon naught saye 
A few Bones and vain Name , to sueli as stray 
Here, will repeat the Warning which we give 
Thee now , and bid the Fool make haste to live f » 
He who has not learnt what Li£s should be 'till 
Told by the Grave, its Ends can ne'er fulfill! 

CBILDBOODBBMIHISCBRCBS . 

1. Sweet early Years, pure early Years, 

Oh ye are flown away , 
Your pleasant Smiles are turned to Tears ^ 
Your Hopes Time doth gainsay . 

2. Like Summerbees, ye wandered o 'er 

The first, fresh Flowers of Life^ 
Yet now, alas , ye be bear no more 
Your Honey to the Hive ! 

3. Oh 'tis a saddening Thought to think 

On the sweet Days of Youth, 
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'When Time has forced our Lips to drink 
The bitter Draught of Truth. 

4. There are whom Sorrow touches light. 

Whose Joys do not fly fleet , 
Yet the first View most charms the Sight, 
And the first Taste 's most sweet. 

5. Yes, eyen these may sigh, to think 

Their Hearts less pure are grown , 
For who may Life's dark Waters drink, 
Yet wish no Thing undone? 

6. Who has not often wished to be 

Again a little Child , 
From Memory , Thought , and Passion free , 
As artless and as wild? 

7. Oh could I lay my weary Head 

Upon my Mother's Breast, 
I would give Wealth and Fame instead 
For one such Hour of Rest 1 

8. But never on such Pillow more 

My throbbing Heart can lie , 
Jluii Breast is now not as before , 
And ohl changed too am I! 

9. E'en on that Pillow Time has atrown 

The Thorns that wound me mott, 
And should I seek it, 'twould alone 
Bring Dreami of what / Ve lotif 

10. My Mother's Breast , on which the Flood 

Of youthful Fancies fair 
. I poured , so happy ! for how could 
I dream of Sorrow there ? 

1 1 . Whereon I wept my sweetest Tears, 

Aye Tears more sweet than Joy , 
And sighed in Peace the Moment's Fears, 
Which stir but not annoy. 

12. My Mother's Breast! on which I breathed 

My Aspirations bright 
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For Fame and Name , while Fancy wreathed 
Her Laorels for the Fight. 
1 3. Fade Da jdreams sweet , your Rainbowhaet 
Haye melted all in Air, 
Ye were as in ths Flower the Dews 
Which Midday finds not there. 
14 Or if some few should still survive 
Of the whole Swarm , scarce one 
Returns unto the ruined Hive 
Whence all it loved are gone. 

15. The young Enthusiasm that shed 

Its Light so brilliantly 
Upon Life 's Dawn , is cold and dead. 
Or smouldering doth lie. 

16. Yet Poesy her Torch has lit 

At the expiring Flame, 
And the pore Attarfire, with it 
Enkindled , burns the same . 

17. She can unweave Life's Web again 

And blend it as she will , 
She makes a Dream of Grief and Pain , 
A Child at Moments still . 

18. And tho' the Poet often find 

His Inspiration bright 
In his own Throes , th' immortal Mind . 
Sublimes them to Delight! 

19. Ye? there are Griefs which Poesy 

In vain would seek to heal. 
Yes, Griefs which have a Sanctity , 
Which the true Heart mutt feel. « 

20. Sorrows which Love has holy made , 

Where Fancy's Sacriledge, 
Which never from fond Memory fade. 
Which are Afiectibn's Pled^. 

21 . The Ivy from the Tree is shorn • 5 ' 

And leaves it sHghtly scarred; ^ . •' 
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But Graftboughs wheo once rudely torn 
Are both by one Blow marred . 

22. Sweet early Years, pure early Years, 

Tbo* ye be flown away , 
Yet not for ye 1 shed these Tears, 
Claimed from our poor, frail Clay, 

23. I mourn the many Links intwain 

Snapp'd from that chain of Love 
Which binds our Hearts, that viewless Chain 
By Angels forged above . 

24. That Chain which binds the Earth to Heaven, 

And blends them into one : 
To which the least Touch by Love given , 
Buns straight to God's own Throne! 

25. My Heart is inly stirred and full^ 

With Thoughts of bygone Yearf , 
I cannot see, mine Eyes grow dull. 
Filled with unbidden Tears : 

26. My Home , my Home! with all its bright 

And gladsome Looks of Love 
Oknce more I see, a Dream that might 

The sternest Spirit move ! 
27 • For as some green Nook smiles amid 

The wildest Alpine Heights, 
So in Man's H«art are Feelings hid, 

Which the cold World ne'er blights ! 

28. Enough, 'tis idle thus to wake 

A Sorrow half at Rest , 
Yet Memory at Times will shake 
The Stoic from our Broast! 

29. Can I forget that such Things were? 

Were! and to me how dear! 
Look at the Leaves tjbe Branches bear. 
So sapless and so ^te\ 
3(X Vain Mourner stop : thine Hourglass take. 
And thoughtfull turn it o 'er. 
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Think in its Span how little make 
A few, brief Moments more! 
51. Would selfish Grief recall to Earth, 
From Bliss undreamt below , 
The Beings whem we loved, whose Birth 
Linked Joy more close with Woe? 

32. He who the Wound thinks fit t ordain, 

Gives too the Power to bear, 
Cease then his Wisdom to arraign , 
He visits but to spare. 

33. Cheaply is bought the World to come 

With thoughtbrief Pains in this: 
'Tis o'er! Time's fleeting Dream is done. 
We wake— to Life and Bliss. 



aoPB. 



1. That which we hope, we hat^e already: &r. 
Far lovelier than if e'eo now our own: 

'Tis twofold beautiful, for it is shown 
Like to an unreal Thing, or as a 6tar , 
On Life's far off Horizon, whose Beams are 
Sent thus into our Souls, ere it sinks down, 
And the Spot where it stood remains unknown. 
When we draw near to grasp it and to marl 
And yet 'tis real, more real than if it were 
Already in Possession: thus thro' Hope 
Do we enlarge a thousandfold Joy's Scope , 
For all the Meanwhile by that Vision fair, 
Like to a Glory on our Path , still there , 
Are we attended, and by it we ope 

2. The Treasurechamber of the Joys which lie 
In the far Years, and tho* they be but as 
Shadows softgliding o'er the Magicglass 

Held by the Future up to Fancy's Eye , 
Yet they to us are pure Reality , 



Tf ve as real enjoy them , ere they pass 

Away and are forgotten: when I was 

A Boy , I do remember well how I 

By mere Intensity of hoping made 

My Fancies to come true: the Passingday 

Was but a friendly Steppingstone , by Aid 

Of which I speeded surer on my Way 

Oyer Time's Torrent, which between me lay 

And the dear Object after which I prayed . 

3. Thus what we hope we have: at least all Blisj^ 
(Nay more,) that it can yield is ours, and this, 
Methinks , is the best Part of it: what more ^ 

Gould the Thing itsel/hfw^? besides, before 
Possession it has something vague and vast. 
And exists unto Fancy, but when past. 
It becomes a mere Fact , and Fancy is 
Compelled to fold her Wings: it is then to 
Mere Sense reduced: and tho' more real and true 
In one Way , for the Hand grasps and the Eye 
Beholds it, yet it is too palpabljr 
Possessed, and thus the Soul its Part doth miss, 
The best, methinks, the Sense of its Infinity f 

SUGGESTED BT THE LITTLE STATUE OF LOVE SLBBPING 
OH k LIOH, WITB HIS TOECB BBSIOB BIN, IE THE CFVI2I 

GALLEET kT FLORBWCE. 

1. Oh thoughtless Love! thy Torch will burn away. 
Thus sleeping: yet how many Hearts still need 
To be touched by its holy Flame!-— indeed 
The World is not so much beneath thy Sway 
As Poets feign , and Mortals go astray 
When thou, their surest Guide, art gone: the Seed 
Of all good Things thy quickening Warmth must feed. 
It is no Time for Sleeping! wake, I pray: 
Thou art the Civilizer, thou alone. 
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And in thy Absence human Beings grow 

More savage than the Lion thou liest on . 

I'll wake thee— but now that I think, on't, no, 

I'll steal thy Torch: alas! what Good were done? 

JTu}u thjrteif in each Heart the Spark must throw! 

2. But thou art not the divine Love I sought. 
Else would 'si thou not lie slumbering idly here. 
Thou art t\ie fabled Love, whose Realm is sere 
As Autumn's withered Leaf, and good for nought. 
Save for a Poet 's Rhyme! How little thought 
The Grecian Bard of that sublimer Sphere 
Of Chriiitian Charities , wbicli thou sbouldst cheer: 
Thou art the Love of Poesy , and fraught 
With many a fancied Charm, but thou couldst not 
Descend to soften and sublime the Lot 
Of poor and suffering Humanity! 
No heavenly Ministries were thine, the Ey» 
Of Passion to unGlm: to free from Blot 
And Stain the Soul, and fit it for the Sky! 

5. Thy Reign it over— therefore slumber on: 
Thy Torch is fed with no celestial Fire, 
And , fallen from thy Grasp, will soon expire. 
Lo! thou thyself art changed by Time to Ston«, 
A Moral Fragment of a World that's gone: 
Like antique Hieroglyphics , which require 
Something to piece them out: with Meanings Jugher 
By Time invested than those which their own 
Inventors dreamt of! I could fall asleep 
Beside thee , for such Glimpses calm and deep. 
Into the Life of Things, break in on me, 
That with the Body's Eye I no more see: 
Thy Torch now blazes , and by it I read 
Nature's Papyrusroll, before me ^H-ead: 
Not Ijinguage she employs alone ^ but by 
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Mail's Generations writes her History. 
Each fond Memento left us by the Dead 
Is as an Hyeroglyphic on the old 
Sarcophagus of some past World , t* unfold 
What lies within, if wellinterpreted , 
Ijike Hal/reWeh, which yet serve to suggest 
And help the Fancy to piece out the Rest: 
"We lift the Lid, and see the Mummy rolled 
Up like a Chrysalis's Husk, whence Man 
Has passed to purer Forms, an ampler Span 
Of Being, as the cast off Sloughs attest! 

WBALTHSHOTHlRCrreSS lit ITSBlf. 

Deem not the Richman envyworthy 'till 
Thou know'st well what he is m his ovtn heart! 
For Riches themselves do not make us rich. 
Wealth iitye//' leaches not the Use of Wealth, 
It bringeth no such Heritage, else were 
It Wealth indeed, and worthy of the Name. 
All Blessings of real Value still must be 
Earned by ourselves , and not inherited 
At others' Hands: our Labour makes their Worth, 
Tliey are the Labour itself^ and the more 
OS Sacrifice there be, the more divine 
Their Nature: and in order to reward 
Vs fitly f they are felt to be so most. 
When we have disciplined and schooled our Souls 
To deem them cheaply bought at any Price, 
By anfr sacrifice of vulgar Goods . 
'Till toiling towards some seemingdistant Goal , 
Some Blessing which we fancy different firom 
The Labour leading to it, with Surprize 
And Joy we find the very Toil become 
The Blessing which we sought fitr! while the Bad 
Believe that Labour to be bitter Pain: 
And so it is, until we inly feel 
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Delight from it, and looking not beyond, 

And asking nothing at our Father's Hands, 

Receive the Fullness of Reward from that 

Which promised least of all! then Poormati be 

Thou of good Cheer: if thou wilt but think so. 

Thou art not poor: the proudest Monarch on 

The Earth is not so rich , nor can he give 

So generously! when from thy Daysbread 

Thou giv'st a Mouthful! to the hungry Child 

That begs of thee, thou givestmore than Kings, 

Who scatter thousands which they do not mws. 

Nor know the Use off does the Flower smell 

Sweeter, or show more lovely to the Eyes 

Of sated Wealth, than unto thine, when for 

Thy Daughter's Hair, upon the Sabbathmom, 

Thou pluck 'st them from the Rosebush twin'd around 

Thy Cottagedoor, the Growth of thine own Hand? 

My Friend, their perfume is so sweet fi'en by 

7%at very Sweat, that low, despised Toil, 

Wherewith thou earn'st thy bread: for when God gives 

A Blessing, that can make Life's seeming Bitter 

So sweet, can make its very wants and needs 

A Source of Overwealth , of truest wealth: 

A Source of f^irtues , which bloom forth like flowers^ 

Filling all round with sweetness and perfume, 

And scattering on this coarse, familiar Earth 

Seeds to renew, and thousandfold, the Joys 

Which they first yielded: Joys of Paradise! 

'Till e 'en the sharp Flints 'neath thy naked feet 

Are for tliy Faith 's sake turned to softest Down, 

And o'er the hard stone upon which thou lay'st 

Thy weary head, an Angel spreads one wing 

To pillpw thee, as soft as ever Rabe 

Was cradled on bis Mother's beating Heart , 

And with the other screens thy bare, poor brow. 

And lightly touching with his divine lips 



maCBLIJLtifflOlJS PIBGBS. 171 

Thy sleeping mouth, breathes into thy sad Heart, 
The Blessedness, the Peace, which fills his own! 

BVBKIHGTHODGBTS . 

1. The Evenlngstar is in the Sky, 

And shineth with its holiest Light, 
The Villagebells are ringing nigh , ^ 

Like Voices full of past Delight. 

2. The Eveningbreeze wafts on my Ear 

The Music of the closing Day, 
And Sounds that wake the slumbering Tear, 
With Thoughts of those who 're far away. 

3. How many Chords has Memory, 

That link the Present with past Things , 
And wake to Joy or Agony, 

If some Chancebreath but kiss the Strings . 

4. There is in that glad Yillagechime , 

A Voice as of my early Youth. 
And yearning Thoughts of that sweet Time, 

When words were things , and Hope all truth . 

5. How many scenes are in each ^ne. 

Of Home, and Peace, and Infancy, 
Of many hearts blent as in one , 

One Hope, one Joy, one Memory. 

6. Those Hopes are nipped by Time's harsh breath. 

Life woos , then stings the cheated mind , 
The flowers fall, and leave beneath 

But naked thorns, and scathed rind. ^ 

7. Home's dear ones, one by one, depart. 

And nought is lefl to tell their Lot, 
Save a dull Void within the Heart , 

The Consciousness that they are not. 

8. Those Eveningbells , those Eyeningbelb , 

Sound merry to the careless ear. 
But a sad tale their music tells 

To such as mourn o 'er times so dear . 



i72 VISC8LL49SOnS pibcrs. 

9. They tale their tone from man 's deep heart , 

To him who has a home 'tis glad , 
But onto those who feel the smart 
Of homeless griefs , 'tis sweetly sad . 

10. Those Eveningbells will still ring on, 

For other hearts, and other ears. 

As blithe and merry when I'm gone , 

And wake to Joy or stir to Tears. 

1 1 . Strange, that so blithe a Sound should wind. 

Like Passingbell around my heart. 
But Memory^ ever-wake, will find 

A grief, where grief should have no part . 

12. The mighty heart of Nature speaks 

With the same calm, deep voice of yore » 
But man interprets it and seeks 
Vain echos of the passing hour. 

13. Those sounds have died upon the air. 

And like a snowflake on the wave. 
They melt into my heart , and bear 
It to that Land beyond the Grave. 

1 4. The Eveningstar still shines above , 

With a calm , clear, and steady Light, 
And seems to chide me, but in IiOve, 

Tho' Earth be dark, still Heavenfs bright. 

1 5. My hopes shall rise , oh God , to thee , 

And like the dew that falleth now. 
Return to fresh my heart, to free 

It from the Fret of thoughts so low. — 

OH nXUJCKBBilBlHi} . 

Vex not thy Soul with Troubles past and gone. 
When coming, gather all thine Energies 
To check or lessen them : for Victories 
May even from what seems Defeat be won ; 
And to have done our utmost , that alone 
Is Victory's best Part! for tho' the Prise 
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Proposed be missed,. a sure Good ever lies 

Within our Reach , the Strengthening our own 

Resources, and that Man ne'er knows Defeat , 

Who rises stronger from each Loss • Then treat 

The 111 but just gone by as if it were * 

A timegray Grief, and lightly as on Air 

The Child a Feather blows, so let it pass. 

For to fret at it is to make what was 

A present III : feel not that which thou ari 

Alone, for that is of thee the least Part, 

But feel all that thou majrst become and he. 

Then will the Calmness of Eternity 

De.scend on thee, for God is in thy Heart i 

Anil where he is must it not be so? yea! 

For what is Heaven if not God's Presence, pray? 

BBAL LIFB 

Oh! lovely Things are yet untold, and still 
Uore lovely yet undreamt of, neither Ear 
Has heard, nor Eye beheld , that which I hear 
And look on : yet 'tis no vain Dream to fill 
Fancy's dilating Eye, called up at Will, 
And lost when she her Eyelid shuts. Sleep ne'er 
Could call up with her Wand such Sights as here - 
Truth's sober, waking Eyes look on; what Skill 
Would not that Poet have who could but see. 
Feel, and describe. Life's bare Reality, 
Wot dreaming it , but living it — awake 
With Heart and Eye I but then , methinks too, he 
Would deem it a vain Thing thereof to make 
A few poor Verses, for itself would be 
So, so godlike a Poem, that one Day 
Would be worth more than Homer's Odyssee! 
Then live thy Life — most richly 'twill ^epay 
The Living it. The Beal alone and True 
Arc godlike ^ make thy Life then so — then too 
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Will it be godlike, else an idle Dream, 

A Shadow floating o'er th* eternal Blue I 

For if thou thytelfart not real, then to 

Thine Eyes this World no longer real will seem . 

But to feel fLand tfyaelfreal, that is 

The Life of Man — I mean not real in this 

Low Sense of touching aud of seeing, no! 

But in that Sense in which 'tis real to his 

Enlarged Capacity, who seeing thro' 

It as if it were chrystal, yea! e'en to 

The one alifilling Light that makes it so. 

Thus « feels that we are greater than we know ! » 

4LL OOIS WILL WITB US WHBN WB 00 WELL . 

« Aye, when the World goes better with me-— then— » 
My Friend, thou hast not spoken wisely: when 
TTuju goest better with the World, the World 
Will then go well thee! Believe me, it 
Is sol if thou dost right, and meanest well. 
The World cannot go ill with thee , tho' thou 
Hast nothing but the Heart within thy Breast! 
Lose not the Good, in seeking thus the Better; 
The Good , if once attained , will itself soon 
Create the Better: thou canst not o'erleap 
One least Link in the wise and loyely Chain , 
One least, no , not the lowest. Step of all 
On that bright Ladder of fair Virtues, which 
Like Jocob's leads up to the Ether clear. 
And whereby they like Angels still ascend 
And descend, bearing Missions from God's Throne, 
And holy Fire from Truth's Altar, which 
Burneth eternally before God 's Face , 
Fanned by the Archangel's everwakeful Wing*. 
How canst thou become better, if thou art 
Not good first? verily, one Virtue lays 
The Basid of all others : the Keystone 
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Which ^st supports that goodly Arch whereon 

Selfempire *8 Fabric rises , is ao more 

Nor less than « Paiience », which can turn all III 

To unmixed Good , by bearing it as if 

It had no Poison : do but one Grooddeed, 

And that which follows it will be still belter I 

The second stirs already in the Womb, 

The chaste Womb of the first : the Angel's Wings , 

You feel them fluttering, and with a Thought, 

The Angel's self stands bright before your Eyes, 

Holding one Hand out to thee like thy Child, 

Thyjirstborn , in whose Presence thou wouldst not 

Be guilty of an impure Act, nay! of 

An impure Thought— think but one noble Thought: 

Let but its Warmth once circle thro' thy Heart, 

And others , like the Stars that follow on 

The Eyeningstar, 'till Heaven be all Light, 

Will link themselves to it, and gather like 

A Glory o 'er thy Brow , 'till thou appear 'st, 

Nay art, an Angel, many, all in one. 

Embraced in thee as all Things are in Godi 

For the Goodman enfoyeth all the Good : 

Wheree'er a Gooddeed's done, a good Thought thought , 

He does and thinks them, yea! as truly as 

The Doer and the Thinker &im«e// cao! 

■OTHIRO THAT ISYOLVBS k BIOBT OB k PRINCIPLB 01flMlK)BTAIfT . 

1 . Know ye not that great Motives may be found 
In what seem merest Trifles? small Things bear 
Great Issues with them, and oft by a Hair 
The Weal of Mankind is together bound 
With that of its least Member : yet 'tis sound 
And strong , yea! stronger far than if it were 
Of Adamant : a Link of that ao fair 
Yet viewless Spirkchain, which stretches round 
The Universe 4 and keeps the Life of Man 



1T6 M19CBLLAKBO0S PIBCBt. 

la due ReialioQ to the mighty Plan : 

Bindiog a Buooapai le or Cromwell )u&t 

As well as their least Subject; which Hor Rust 

Of Time can wear, nor Strength of Mortal reud. 

So ^tntij' forcing all Things to one End! 

2. Then when thou seest the most despised of 
God'g Creatures injured, be thou not aboye 
Relenting it: think not that he alotte 

Is injured, that 'lis his Cause, not ihint own; 

See not in him the Outcast that he is, 

hui the great God insulted thus in his 

Poor Form, as in the Majesty of Kings! 

Then will thy Thought uiifuld sublimer Wings , 

And from this Point of View thou 'It clearly ae% 

That those who injure him must injure thee. 

For he who injures God, must injure all. 

Since God is aU-^ and that which seems not small , 

Nor insignificant in God's own Eyes , 

Wilt thou , oh erring Mortal , dare deapise? 

3. Thns view Injustice in whatever Form; 
If ot when done to the Be^arman alone , 

( For is not God his Father as thine own ?) 
Rut, yea! I say, tho' to the least , least Worm 
That crawls on God's own blessed Earth : for by 
A purer and enlarged Humanity 
Man blesses himself, blessing others! when 
He guards his Fellow *s Rights as his own, then 
Firtt truly are his own to him secured! 
And that whichybr <i/io//ier he endured 
Becomes an Egis, not for his sole Breast, 
Butybr that of Mankind, the surest, best : 
The heavenfallen Shield , on which depends 
A Nation's Wellfare, which alone defends 
It Irom all Foes-- inviolable, yea! 
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As God kimseify nay, one wiih htm for aye! 

No idle Fable but a Truth divine; 

Then shield with it thy Fellow's Breast and thine! 



K1GHTTH0UCBT8 . 



1 . The sky-lamps one by one are lit. 

And thro' night's gloom their faint rays flit, 
Like thoughts that thro^ Eternity 
Wander 'till lost in mystery. 

2. Or like the glance that Memory gives 

'^ At times to cradleyears , and strives 
To lift the veil that hides for aye 
The spirit's first Promethean Ray. 

3. How manyvoiced the nightwinds sigh. 

Seeming to speak as they whisper by. 
To commune low with each dewy flower. 
To give and to borrow a mystic power. 

4. And as it were at their destined Call , 

The withered leaves scarce murmuring fall. 
While the springtide oney more blithely wave. 
As if for them time had no grave! 

5. And calm the Earth lies, fresh and green, 

Langhing beneath the pure stars' sheen , 
Like babe beneath its mother's eye, 
Ere yet its lip hath learnt to lie. 

6. As a Spellmirror the sky might seenv. 

Where of future things the shadows gWm, 
And the stars are wove in wordlike guise. 
But their Language is not lor mortal eyes. 

7. Oh who can gaze on their mystic ray , 

Nor feel the Earth pass 'neath his feet away. 
And his sjnrit plunge from Time's dark shore, 
Like a Swimmer afloat on Thought's frail oar, 
S. Alas! it is in vain we dive 

The depth of llhing» to be , and strive 
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To fling aside our nothingness , 
And grow to Gods or little less . 

9. E 'en at the moment when, most free , 

We ope our eyes, and trust to seer 
The dazriing light but glances- on 
Our filmy sight, and all is gone. 

10. I turn to Earth, alas! 'tis fair. 

But what I seek I find not there ^ 
^s beautiful , and calmly still. 

But yet my heart is sad and chill .—> 

11. In the brake the bird is singing, 

Echa*s undersong is ringing. 
On the sward the stars are shining'. 
All is peace , nought seems repining-. 

1 2. The mellowthroated Nightingale 

Sings joyous , but it sounds a wail : 
The £eir oflTbrook is babbling on , 

To me it tells of bright days gone r 

13. Fond Memory wanders o*er the scene 

And tells me what / might have beertr 
And Hope from life's vain Future brings 
No Peacebranch on his drooping wings. 

14. Alas! he must renew hia flight 

To farther realms , beyond the night 
Of Time , or else for ever miss 

The Olivebrandi , the pledge of bliss. 

15. There is no beauty on the Earth , 

Save that which is the heart has births 
And not a pulse the peace can share 
Of Nature , if sin 's fret be there.. 

16. By prayer we tune the Spirit's lyre> 

And fit it thus for accents higher 
Than aught that earthbora strains can wake. 
That jar the strings, the true tone break. 

1 7. Then merry shall the bird's aote seem. 

And Joy speak in the bskbbltiig Uecam , 
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And the Spirit on Faith *8 Eaglewing 
Shall soar , and list the Angels sing. 
16. Then shall the heart an echo be 
Of Nature's Centreharmony , 
Oft with the Bird again shall sing. 

And drink like him at Nature's spring. 

THE ORAVEHAUirrBB. 

1 . Why sitt'st thou on that old gravestone , 

Thou grayhaired Man of many Years? 
Speaks it, like thee, of things bygone. 
Why melt thy dim , old Eyes to tears? 

2. Thei^'at the oldroan tremblingly 

Raised up his timebowed face of pain. 
First cast a wistful glance at me , 
. Then bent it on the stone again . 

3. Otk 'twas a sad, sad sight, to see 

That poor oldman , forlorn and lone , 
Like a stormscathed and leafless tree , 
With all its Autumnfruitage strown. 

4. Of tlie Churchyard he seemed a part^ 

So silent, old, so still apd grey. 
Sitting like Time, without his dart. 
And mourning over Life's decay. 

5. Then traced he, with Grief's finger slow, 

A name which he had cleaned of late 
From rank , oblivious weeds , that grow 
'Till all we love be out of date. 

6. Bach Letter seemed to stab his heart! 

Tho' from the tombs of those who sleep 
Time may effiice their names, his art 

But graves them in the heart more deep. 

7. When the oldman had traced the name . 

He gazed into my face and said , 
—She waa the last of all-* they come 

Like springflowers, and are now ait dead! 
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8. And yet /live, tho' old and gray. 

Mourning for those should cheriah 
Thereat he bent him dowu , and lay 
Lost in his own deep agony. 

9. Alas ! when from the Tree of life 

Th' unopened Bads fall first to Earthy 
Time steals the be^jt sweets of Love's hive. 
And what he leaves are little worth. 

10. Such tears are holy, shed by one 

Who suffers thus chastised by Ueaven , 
Swifter than prayers their way is won. 
And pardon for their sake is given. 

11. And when those natural drops were shed^ 

The oldmau rose from off the stone. 
And then his tottering steps I Jed 

Down the Yardpath hia Daywali grovm. 

12. When to the Churchyardgate we came. 

He turned with lingering step once more. 
For the Towerhell had chimed , the same 
That speaketh with the voice of yore. 

1 3. Thereon he heaved a deepdrawn sigh. 

And passed his Hand athwart his Face, 
« Heaven s will be done » he said, for I 
Am a poor sinner, needing grace! 

14. Then as we left the Church behind. 

And objects varied as we moved , 
The scene induced a calmer mind. 

The oldman talked of those he loved . 

1 5. I was a happy Man indeed , 

The father of five goodly Boys , 
And one sweet Girl, who in my need 
A ministering Angel was ; 

16. My Wife died first, and one by one , 

My goodly boys were torn away. 
Once scathed the stem, the fruit thefeoH 
Sank with it, ere my head was grey . 
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17. Yet still my dear, dear girl was left ; 

In OS the spirits of the rest 
Seem'd blent in one, and tho' bereft 
I felt I was not allunblest . 

18. But Heaven was pleased still more to try 

My fortitude , and lest t should 
Forget that nobler Dourne on high. 
Chastised me unto mine own good. 

19. There is a Btter place of meeting 

For spirits severed here below. 
To teach me what I was forgetting. 

My girl was soon snatched from me too. 

20. Oh stranger, hast thou ever known 

What 'tis to be alone on Earth, 
Having been loved? thy homehearts strown , 
And by their absence feel their worth? 

21. My girl, she had such winning ways, 

1 half forgot in her the rest , 
She was to my old eyes like rays 

Of light, each loved the other best. 

22. Oh had you heard her softtooed voice. 

Or seen her seek my Bedroomdoor 
With tiptoe caution, lest the noise 

Should break my rest, and list an hour! 

23. And if she savrme hide my Tears, 

She'd kiss me, then point to the skies. 
She had a sense beyond her years. 

For Love perfects the faculties! 
24* Then she would read the Biblepage, 

On some calm;; quiet Sabbatheve, 
She seemed an angel sent to 'suage. 

With words of promise, those who grieve . 
25. But she is in her grave, and I 

Am here, a lone oldman, of Tears 
And Sorrows full; but Misery 

Shall turn to Smiles, tho* bom in Tears! 
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26 The Oldman's simple tale was done! 

And we had reached his coitagedoor. 
Where a wild Eglantine had spun ^ 
Its thriftless tendrils, pruned no more. 

27. The old Man looked , and shook his head. 

His grey hairs stirred in the wind » 
« It used not to be lo, he said , 

Time has left naught to mourn behind. » 

28. They are but emblems of what's gone , 

Of what has faded from the Earth : 
Of all that's nol>le, no not one 

But has in Heaven a second birth . 

29. And with these words the oldroan turned. 

And prophetlike his features glowed, 
A holier spirit thro' them burned , 

And thro' the Man th' Immortal showed* 

30. If of an oldman's blessing thou 

Disdainest not the humble gift , 
'TIS thine , and when this frame lies low. 
Some thoughts of me thy soul may lift. 

31. Tho' baffled oft on this cold Earth, 

The Love we bear our household-hearts. 
Hath its fulfilment, and imparts 

E'en by its Anguish higher Worth. 
12. The oldman's blessing and his words 

Sank thro' my heart, like fresh 'ning dew. 
And as I turned away , the birds 

Their strains seem 'd blither to renew . 
33. Oft have I passed the oldman's cot 
In Afteryears , and other Mood , 
And soothed my own with his sad Lot , 
And learnt in evil to know good. 
34' There is a wisdom which doth bow, 
Heartwisdom , born of sufferings , 
That wound the Heart, thierein to sow 
The seeds of future blessings . 
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%S» And there are tears -which those who weep 
Are holy in Godssight above 
The Yain Lipworshippers, who keep 
The Letter, l>at from Fear, not Love, 

36. Where Love is not, there is no Law , 

A Law unto himself He i<; 
In^ead of Law^, fulfilling Law , 
And in fulfilling finds His bliss. 

37. There's Wisdom in simplicity. 

And dignity m lowliness. 
And to be last is still to be 
Great in our ^ery littleness* 

38. And Joys there are in misery. 

That happiness has never known, 
A Service which is Liberty , 

And visions but to virtue shown . 

39. Then let out eyes be dimmed with tears. 

Our hearts be purified by pain. 
Faith still can bear the weight of years, 
Attd make Mortality a Gain ! 

OH FEELING IMUORTU.. 

Wouidst thou feel and be as ImmorttU, here 
On Earth, tho' a frail mortal Man? then be 
Completely occupied with that which the 
Mere passing Hour brings with it. Thus Fear 
Of coming Ills, or Thought of pass'd, will ne'er 
Disturb thee: Past and Future are to thee 
As Naught, each Moment an Eternity, 
Without End or Beginning ! Time , a mere 
Unmeaning Word — upon a small Scale, thou 
Art like to God himself: for, thinking naught 
Of thine ownself, thou art not conscious how 
Or what Change by the Years in thee is wrought. 
And if the Soul feels itself only now , 
It feels th' Eternal only, as it ought! 
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TBB W00DW4LK IR THE SOUTH r 

It was an antique Wood of untold Growth , 
Primeval Shades! not by the busy Hand 
Of Mortal planted, but by Nature's self, 
As is hen Wont , when she luxuriates 
In all her boundless Wealth, and scatters round. 
With more than Fancy's rich Variety, 
Her iieverending Multitude of Hues 
And Fairyshapes , yet all in perfect Taste 
And Keeping with her comprehensive Plan. 
The Wood, with living Verdure dense, stretched £ir 
Tn sightoutreaching Loveliness, o*er Hill, 
And Dale, and Rock: and where the Eye could trace 
The ridgelike Heaviugs of the changeful Earth, 
In Waves of Vegetation , as it were, 
The Greenery flowed on: 'till o'er its Skirts, 
The deep blue Heavens in sweet Contrast, whei*e 
The rosy Flush of Sunset lingered still, 
Brooding shut out all View of Scenes beyond. 
The Stars were gathering: one by one they broke 
The balmy Twilight, like to Eyes of Love, . 
Full of deep Meanings to the thoughtfull Heart; 
For all Things have their Mission , and are fraught 
With gentle Visitations to the Soul 
That links them with the one great Cause of all! 
But of a brighter Beam , more calm and clear, 
They seemed to me , than when from this dim Earth 
Beheld, this Earth by its own Mists made dim. 
And my Soul spake to me : how stilly God 
Accomplishes his Wonders! see yon Stars, 
So coantless , that Imagination sinks 
Oppressed by merest Fact! that. what the Eft^ 
Thro' th^ farreaching Glass, takes in, can scarce 
Find Room within Man's Brain, Man's narrow Biftia! 
And yet he thinks to grasp the Ogd who made 
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These Wonders, when the Wonders themselves are 
Beyond Conception! so that Wonder, no 
More capable of itself, grows to doubt 
That which it sees , outwondered of itself t 
And yet how stilly all moves on , so still , 
That but to pluck a Dayseye from the Grass , 
Makes more noise than the Setting of a Star! 
So stilly works He out the Godlike, so 
Sublimely, modestly , that we , we Men, 
Not comprehending aught so unlike what 
We feel and do , forget that He exists : 
Because he \%not little like ourselves. 
We disbelieve the Godlike that he is! 
Because He does not every Day appear , 
As in the Firebush, and on a Scale 
Adapted to our Faculties work out 
Some Utile Wonder, (and what was the Bush, 
But as a Spark from out the Blaze of his 
Unutterable Glory?) He is no 
More God forsooth! and does he not eac^ Day, 
In far, far other than the Firebush 
Appear to Faith's clear Eyes? does He not shine 
And glow thro' this whole World, thro' countless Vforlds, 
Scatterad like Sparks of Glory o 'er the Sky? 
But it demands the Eye of God himself 
To see this Wonder as it is! that so 
Sublimelymodest Eye, which will not look 
On its own Glory , and which watching still , 
liooks on the least Worm crawling in the Dust 
Rather than on itself! for even God 
Keeps not his Eye 6xed on himself: and yet 
'Twere pardonable in him so 'to do , 
Were he not God! — and if it be not then 
Excasable in Him to do so, be- 
Gause he is God, how mnch less so in Man^ 
B«ca«se he 's Marif so meMurelestly l^ss 
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Than Cod, whose sublime Modesty esalU 

Him above all his Creatures, more than all 

Uis Might and Glory! who shows forth in them 

Uis Power, as if it were but something 

Inherent in thenuelwes^ and not of Him! 

But Man, Man understands not how God works: 

For 'till he is hinueij* godlike , how can 

He comprehend the GodlilLe?— he it is 

Who keeps his Eye fixed ever on himself. 

And being little that can Jill his Eye 

Aod Heart: not like to God's, capacious, yast. 

And comprehending all Hearts, or at least. 

The godlike Part of all Hearts, in its own 

Calm, sublime Pulse, the Life of all Things* Life! 

Such Thoughts came o'er me as I gazed up to 

The gathering Stars , that preach so eloquent 

The Wisdom aod the Goodness of the Lord , 

And casting down mine Eyes I felt him tbeie. 

There abo in the Bayseye at my Feet: 

I saw no Littleness in it, for I 

Felt Him a/o/ie, and most in mine own Heart , 

Ebe could I not have seen him in that Flowet: 

And therefore I could see no Littleness 

fn it, for feeling Him, 7 was myself 

fCo longer little: thus attuned, I passed 

Into that Wood, as thro' a Temple vast. 

Where the Highpriest himself officiates 

In Person , and administers unto 

The Faithful that sublimest Sacrament, 

From Nature's own Communiontable, of 

The Bread , the spiritual Bread of I<ove 

And Life: and where can it so fitly be 

Received as at that Altar, by the Hands 

Of God hims elf admin'iBtered to all! 

Around the foremost Trees were Creepers twined , 

And chrystalbunched Grapes, lowdroopiug with 
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Their lipripe Nectarberries, in Festoons* 
As by the Fingering of Fairyhands, 
Closetwined, to form a rainproof Covering , 
Where Thunderdrops for half a Sammersday 
Might patter, and not moisten on her Nest 
The Wren's Breastfeathers: underneath no Light 
Came from the peering Stars , save here and there 
Some Straybeam, falling with a Perfumelight > 
Thro' Honeyblooms and breezekissed Openings , 
On the Dewgrass below: or that soft Ray 
Of Spherelight, which the Firefly liad stole. 
Betraying his bright Theft: the Nightingale's 
Soft Notes, like Dewdrops , feU on Blade and Leaf, 
Making them tremble light : and as I crushed 
The Perfumes in my Path , which made the Air 
Wingheavy as he crept from Bough to Bough, 
More sweetencumbered than a Noontidebee, 
I could distinguish, more by Smell than Sight , 
(Which left Imagination free to strew 
The Path at her own Choice, and from the Womb 
Of Darkness call dim Shapes of Loveliness) 
The Flowers, which, with every passing Breath, 
Breathed rich Intoxication : — then I caught 
The Babble of a neighbouring Brook , and soon. 
The Pathway opening up, I saw it gush. 
In beaded Bubbles and bright Waterbells, 
From out a deepmouthed Cave, whose shaggy Brows 
With the redberried Ash and Weepingbirch 
Were thicko'ergrown: and soon it shot along 
Thro' chequered Shades, broadening into a Leap 
For the hothunted Stag, when baying Hounds 
Make Rock and Dingle echo in his Rear . 
With this my joyous Guide, I wandered on. 
As if eternal Nature, with her own 
Still Hand, had led me, and regained at length 
The open Ground, delighted and refreshed. 
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As ever, by this Gominune with herself. 
Whose Hand so oft had sprinkled on my -Brow, 
The fresh , clear Dew , in Token of sinoere 
Regeneration , as a Sign that I 
Was baptized to her Service thas once more! 
Her blessed Service , where the Fret of Heart 
And Fever of yain Hopes is calmed away : 
Her Ways of Innocence, in which we walk, 
'Till of her mighty Heart the quiet Pulse 
Attunes our own : to that communicates 
Its own sublime Serenity, *till naught> 
Naught more can trouble us! 'till evil Tongues, 
False Friends, Un thankfulness, and Hate, and Wrong, 
Grow like to Words without a Meaning, yea I 
Jre such to us , fur none can wrong us more, 
Kone injure, none provoke us, for vie feel 
It not! esteeming it mere Folly to 
Disturb, for Things so measurelessly less 
Than it, the Soul! subiimefy" blind, we see 
No Loss where all Men see it , and therefore 
There is no Lost to us! God dwells in us. 
And who can injure Him? who rob him? none! 
And with Him what Loss can there ever be? 

VBRSBOFFtRIHGS . 

Here, Reader, here are garnered up for thee , 
My first fresh Years of Youth : the Sceni of those 
Pure Flowers of Love and Hope, which , like the Rose, 
Most fragrant ever in Lifesspringtide be. 
Chuse at thy Pleasure , haply thou mayst see 
Some little , modest Floweret which grows 
Unconscious of the Charm , to which it owes 
Thy Preference ; and which perhaps , when the 
More gaudy ones are withered, shall not fade. 
For oft what in our Pride of Heart we made 
Te witaess for us, passes like a Thought , 
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And that, which we ourselves esteemed as naaght. 
Becomes the Theme of Praise, .bursts from the Shade, 
Like Violets, full of Nature** Perfume fraught ! 

on UI4G1SIATI0RUSIXG . 

I do remember well the Day on which 
I wrought a Miracle , yet I had not 
Medea's Wand , or Archimago's Spell, 
I had them not, yet still less did I need^ 
I wrought no Charm , I wove no mystic Words 
To pluck the Stars down from their orbed Spheres j 
I only thought: and lo! the Thing was done! 
A Wonder — yet not wonderful , save to 
The Man who knows not what he is and has. 
I was in Sorrow, for the Grave had closed 
O'er one whom I much loved : I sat , and heard 
The Birds that sang so blithely , and I saw 
The Flowers unconscious of ray Misery . t 

And yet they soothed me , more, far more, ihab Words 
Of studied Consolation : for tlio* they 
Are voiceless , yel they are a Language to 
Befell i and God can speak as well by them , 
As by Man's Lip! and viewing them , I said, 
« Why do 1 weep when all around is Joy , 
Teaching in silent Wise the mighty Truth? » ' ' 
Is not Imagination mine ? then why ^ 

Should this sublimest of all Faculties 
Be left disused? this Faculty which is 
Health to the Sick, and Riches to the Poor, 
And unto him who will Eternity : 
Youth to Oldage, and everything to each , 
Who knows but how to use it , and believes. 
For without Faith there is no Miracle ! 
1 thought a little while, and he who tlunl* 
Deeply is far beyond the Reach of Pain, 
Withdrawn , like some far Star within the Depths 



r * 
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Of the blue Ether, from the Storm below . 
A Tear, which had just gathered in my Eye, 
Fell on my Hand and rouaed me, and I looked 
UfK>n it almost with a Smile, and half- 
Surprized, scarce conscious whence it came from, said 
«( What do'st thoa here, sad Messenger of Grief , 
Who hast forgot to tell what thou wast bid. 
And now art free to bear a Message for 
What Master Chance may send thee? » and, methioks. 
Thou might 'st do Wisdom better Senrice far! 
Go mingle with the Dcwdrop on that Rose, 
Thus do I hallow thee to Joy, and give 
Thee back to Nature, even as my Soul 
Is mingled oncemore with this lovely Whole, 
Partaking of its Meaning and its Calm! 
Unconscious that the Shadow of a Grief 
Had rested^ on it, as the Sun , now from 
Yon* Cloud jast passing, still and unobscured! 
I eall the Dead from out their Gmves, and kiss 
The Lips which now are cold , and by my Sido 
Sit the beloved Forms of early Days, 
As they were wont to do. I still enjoy. 
In spite of Death , all that I once possessed : 
For a}\ that we have felt, and thought, and loved. 
Abides with us, and in our Souls we build 
The lovelier World , which we enrich with all 
The Stores of our past Being, with all Forma 
Of Beauty, and all Sounds of early Joy: 
^nd like our Maker we have Power to say, 
<( Let there be Light, and there is Light. » No Thing 
That ever has delighted us, is lost; 
The Hope which oft has made the Heart to throb. 
Will visit it again, yea, we onrselves 
Can realize it, tho' the outward Life 
Deny it a Fuiaiment; we can^U 
The Heart with Jox fy it^ and how » how then 
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Can it be better realized? for so 
Long as we hope, the ThiDg we hope for is 
A Joy to us : and tho* we have not it. 
Have we not all the Joy which it could give? 
And is not that the best Part of it? yea J 
It might be realized, and then that Joy 
Would be like to a Flower , whose rich Scent 
Had filled the Air afar^ 'till drawing near 
We pluck and crash it in the little Space 
Of our poor mortal Hand , and for but one 
Brief Moment smelling it, behold it fade^ 
Leaving the disenchantecl Air forlorn, 
The cold , prosaic Breath of weekday Life ! 

OR HIGBRR 4PPLtQLT10RS Ot If ACRINBaT . 

1. 1 see, as in a Dream, or on the Face 
Of a calm Lake , the Images most clear 
Of coming Wonders; Instruments appear 
Therein as glorified, which but of base 
Or lowly Ends as yet have borne the Trace , 
Unto the Body dedicate : but here 
They show Vike Weapons fashioned in the clear 
Fire of Heaven, to work out Deeds of Grace. 
That which in Mammon's Hand had wrought for no 
High End, in Wisdom's and Humanity's 
Becomes a mighty Lever. Light doth flow 
From the Smithsforge , and on his Anvil lies 
Metal soon fashioned for Truth's "Victories, 
Far other than vain Sword and Siiear; and lo! 

2. Her Seeds, like Corn beneath the Plough, are sown: 
Amid the Oceanfurrows Tracks of Light 
By each Barkskeel are left, like Stars by Night 
Sliooting athwart the Firmament : and down 
The viewless Winds her mighty Voice is blown 
Calling upon the Nations. — used aright 
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The moH familiar Means acquire Hight 
Celestial : they operate alooe 
Steadily , at all Times, all Places ^ an 
All Heartfr. within the Beach of all, and fy 
AU comprehended'^ Wisdom's Hand upon 
All household Objects maj- impress some high 
Conception , and the Soul to Good be won 
E'en by the coarse Wants of Humanity; 
Tills is her Triomph : by the daily Eye 
And Heart she lasting Changes works alone! 

0> MOBBTSEB^BES. 

By God! one Handfull of a Milton 's Dost 
Were worth the Soub of all the modern Race 
Of Wealthadorers : one Look of his Face, 
Nay , e en a Plastercopy of his Dust 
Placed in God's Temple, would from out it thrust 
With unendured Frown , the Brood so base 
Of Moneychangers , to some fitter Place 
For their Abomiirations ! but we must 
Be dumb as Stones! it is illbred, forsooth! - 
To use plain Terms and speak the itoked Tnith , 
It shocks us! we are Dwarfs-^ mere Bastards, yea. 
Bastards in Soul , and mincingly we tread 
Where Gods have left their Footsteps; we mnst pay 
E en for the Reverence we owe the Dekd : 
We cannot near a MiftOn's Ashes stray 
To commune with his Spirit,' withdut Golii! 
And at God's very Templedoor wfe'fie told 
The Price of our Admission! e'en the Ray 
Of his own Light is lax^d— 'Shame, Shame I say, 
How long must we endure that thus instead 
Of hevenly Things, vile Gold be worshipped? 
How many Knaves and Dotards buy their Way 
To the Statespinriacle, who'neath should stay. 
Were Bags of Gold not sought, but Heart and Head! 
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Ye Fools! if ye exalt such Men, will they 
Not sell ye like vile Sheep? but still ^our own 
Brute Vices scourge ye in them, yours alone! 
For were the Root$ but sound, the Fmit would be 
Of generous Taste, and worthy of the Tree : 
Not rotten at the Gore, as now we see! 

TBB POETSHAKP. 

The Strings with which the Poetsharp is made 
Are those of his own Heart , no Wonder then 
Its Music stirs so deep the Souls of Men, 
As tho' his Hand on their own Heartstrings played. 
And so it does!— And oh! how lightly swayed 
Are those self trembling Chords, which thrill e'en when 
His Hand is sleeping , and wake up again 
Old Melodies , wild Music, which had strayed 
O 'er them in bygone Days : for he scarce knows 
Himself whence comes the Spirit of his Lay : 
Oft 'tis aroused by some far Note , that flows 
From Angels hymning on the newborn Day ; 
And like the Seashell is his Heart, for aye 
With living Sounds and Echps filled from those 
Far Spheres, to which he longs to soar away I 

^^kL GOODS BOW BABVBD? 

Life's genuine Goods by Rich and Poor are won 
In the »ume Fashion : they are neither bought 
With Gold nor go by Precedence , bwt wrought 
By our own I^abour : nay, 'tis this alone 
Tiiat gives them Value—- Patience must be shown 
III Bearing and Seijsacrtfice, but naught 
la harder practiced by, or raver taught 
The Rich, than this, whose Minds in Ease have grown 
Enfeebled, dazzled by mere Shine and Show : 
Too many Goods are none— they are enjoyed 
Imperfectly » the Heart's not filled, but cloyed : 
f^oi. II, 13 
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They in)are too that greatest Good, which no^ 

Infinitude of lesser Goods can e'er 

Supply the Place of, nay, these are not so 

Without that great Good, the <c true Feeling, eUar 

jind godlike, of Mans Life! » which oncedestrayecT, 

Then is the Compass lost , by whiich to stter 

All Action and Affection to fit End ! 

For without this, we shall be apt, I fear. 

To set Lifers Bfaims above those wbich lend 

It all its Worth and Grandeur , and to makft 

Th* Essentia fs Place the Jccidenial take : 

To merge the « Man •» in that which is but here 

The Mask and Mumming in which they appear. 

Or rather disappear, to speak aright! 

The Poor now is most likely to be quite 

it A Man, » for in him Heart and Feeling tend 

To rouse, and to keep steadily in View 

The grand and simple Duties, whicb delight 

A Spirit quite awake , to Nature true. 

Then would the Richman win this Good , he too 

Must cast his Wealth away , which dissipates 

Life's Oneness, fritters it away, creates 

A Multiplicity of Details, where 

The one grand Feeling of this so , so fair 

Existence, is quite lost : 'tis like a Glass 

Shattered in Fragments, 'till the Form, whicb was 

Grand, whole , and godlike , can no more be there-- 

In recognized : and since 'tis the full Light 

Of this same Feeling brings out clear to Sight, 

The Outline both of Man and God, if we 

Ouce lose it , we are no more « Men , » and he 

To us not God ! he must from that lone Height 

Descend then to the Leyel of those who 

By common Wants of frail Humanity 

Keep sound the Heart by Contact, faithful to 

That Law which brings the Tear into the Eye, 
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The divine Law of ha man Sympathy! 

For not to need our Fellowmen that is 

The worst 111— thus/rom having naught to miss. 

We miss all, nay, grow a Nonentity ! 

But if by casting Wealth away he grow 

Patient, what other Wealth needs he below? 

ON BOLTLIYIVO. 

Be pure, be good, be holy, for the more 
Thou art all this, the more shall all Things grow 
In Beauty to thine Eyes, let thy Soul be 
Like some calm Star that in its Orbit moyes, 
Then shall the Harmony of this fair World 
Reveal itself to thee , for thou thyself 
Art then a Part thereof, else will it seem 
Confusion, for thy Being is confused. 
Respect thjrself the most of all! and that 
Which thou before another wouldst not do 
Out of Regard to him, that do still less 
Before thyself, out of Regard to thine 
Own Self! — for whom does it behove thee most 
To honor ? thyself, and in thyself 9\i 
Thy Fellowcreatures , or another, and 
Not thine ownself and therefore— neither him! 
For he who honors not Man's Nature in 
The Abstract , and in his ownself , can ill 
Respect it in another! then respect 
Thyself, thus too in others* Presence thou 
Wilt seldom give Offence : and if in thy- 
Self thou respectest God who made thee in 
His Image , be assured thou wilt respect 
Him then in others too — admit no Thought 
Which thou wouldst not proclaim unto the Ear 
Of everyroan : act always as if thy 
Breast were of Chrystal , and each Passerby 
Could read thy Feelings as he runs : and oh! 
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Rt-meinber that there it one , to whose Eye 

It really is of Chrystal! stand thou then 

Always as in his Presence : then will thy 

Whole Being grow transparent , with his Light 

And Glory filled, like to a Diamond when 

Held up against the Sun! — seem what thoa art, 

Aud be that which thou seem* si, then all may read 

>Vhat passes in thee, just as well as if 

Thy Bosom were of Chiystal: iet thy Soul 

Be as a Telescope, thro' which thoa mayst 

See shadowed forth the Forms of coming Things; 

Live in it, as already up with God 

In Heaven : feel Him in it— let it he 

As a calm , clear, deep Water, giving back 

Life's changeful Forms, reflected in, but not 

lyisturbing it : nay, borrowingyi^om thence 

That Calmness, which aeemsjbreign to themselves! 

Force not thy Thoughts or Feelings — let them spring 

Oy tliemseli^es , like the Flowers of the Field, 

From natural Influence of Seasons, Times, 

Aud Circumstances, then will they be fresh. 

As are the Flowers, full of Life and Sap : 

A Light unto the Moment, in whose Soil 

They struck their Roots, and took their Colouring. 

Not like the cold Abstractions of dead Books, 

But springing from the Heart, and full of that 

Best Wisdom, in which all are wise, the pure. 

Deep Wisdom of Humanity and Love! 

OH KK C^DBCYPHSRBD BTBUSCVlf DBA.THDR?! WiTIC 
^A INSCaiPTIOfif! 

1 . Best Secretkeeper! Ages whispered thee 
Some mighty Truth, and to thy silent Cai-e 
Entrusted it, lest it should bruited be 
To mortal Hearing by the blabbing Air! 
A Spirit haunts thee still , whose Voice was on 
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The Winds and in the manyscenteii Grove , 
And in Man's Dwellings, but no Echo now 
Does Earth from all her Caves give back , to prove 
That sach Things were : thus thou art left alone. 
Like something in a Dream , we know not how! 



2. Into what strange Relations does not Time 
Bring most familiar Things! the Flight of Yc.irs 
Fits commonest Objects for rhe Poet's Rhyme! 
Thus thou art as a Link betwixt two Spheres 
As distinct as Dreams from Reality: 
Since but for thee that World, unto which thou 
Belong'st, were but a Dream, and which has long. 
Long left thee , like a Shell , forsaken by 
Life *8 ebbing Ocean , and here in my Song 
I put thee to a Use undreamt 'till now! 



I ■— Oi 



3. Within thy narrow Space of sculptured Rim 
Are Ages buried, all their Noise and Strife 
But Dust and Silence! oh ! how faint and dim 
The Records of a Nation's mighry Life! 
A Babe would occupy a larger Space 
Than Time to the huge Bulk and Growth of Years 
And Centuries accords! some Words which we , 
Like Children playing with a Puzzle, trace, 
Hold forth a seeming Light, which didappears^ 
And leaves us groping still in Mystery! 



i*^^ 



4. What Language speak'st thou? did theMaiden'sTongue 
Trembling pronounce with it a Lover's Name , 
Did Statesman thunder with it , or sweet Song 
Stir up Men's Hearts with Truth 's own sacred Flame ? 
Faithful to its high Task it answers not : 
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Yet still ia Silence eloqoent, it says, 
« The Past is even this same Dast joa see. 
Its Pomp and Glitter here, behold its Lot, 
And take thoa Warning hence : the present Day's 
Thine own , the Pftst is in Eternity! • 



Oh! what were this Life if it did not lead 
To something better? how coold we endnre 
The Heartaishe and the Feyer without Core, 
Save from allhealing Death, if on a Reed, 
Shook by vile Chance's Breath, in this our Need 
We were compelled to lean? how far more poor 
Than the worst Beggar, if we were not sure 
That this our Hope is something more indeed 
Than a mere Fancy of the idle Brain! 
But that Conviction, springing as it does 
From Being 's Depths, can pour in Spite of Pain 
Its sovereign Calm upon the Soul's worst Throes : 
Can quell rebellious Doubts, and place again 
Faith on her Throne secure from all her Foes! 

MOTBBESLOva* 

What speaks of Heaven most on this dull Earth? 
What kindles in the Eye its holiest Ray ? 
What is that Love which weareth not away 
With Years or e'en Neglect, that knows no Dearth, 
No base Alloy, no Stain of mortal Birth? 
That, bless 'd and blessing, asks for naught, but aye 
GiVe# still more laigely, and from each Outlay 
Of fond Affisction reaps a Harvest worth 
The Revenue of Crowns ? oh is it not 
A Mother's deep, unutterable Love, 
Of holiest Yeiirnings, fondest Hopes begot? 
Ail earthly Feelings and all Fears above ^ 
On its Suowpurity no smallest S|K>t, 



And in EiCoess itself naught to reprove 
Or wish away! who that has gased once on 
A Mother and the Child she lulls to Rest , 
Bat feels his Nature beautified, his own 
Best Sympathies awaked, as thro* his Breast 
XiOre's Hand above th' electric Chords had flown, 
ToucLing his inmost Being to its sweetest Tonei 

FBBBDOM, 

AH are not free Men whom the State makes so 
Or deigns to name so >— can a paltry Space 
Of Earth or a vile Sum of Money place 
Within our Reach that precio«is Boon? oh no! 
Nor Gold nor Land release from Thralldom low; . 
We may with these be Men whom Freedom 's Face 
Would scorn to look on^ who to Custom's base 
And palsying Yoke their Necks unmurmuring bow 3 
We must be Citizens by divine Right 
Of a far other State than this, and by 
Far different Means! unto our Being 's Height 
We must first rise by Truth, 'till that the £y« 
Be aingle, full of her celestial Light, 
And clear from Film of dall Mortality! 

WHAT SHOULD BE MOVBABLB ABD WHAT IMMOVEABUI. 

Let Thought and Feeling be awake in thee, 
As lightlystirred as Leaves upon the Oak, 
In Sunshine quivering to the slightest Stroke 
Of Zephyr, or the Bird's least Breath: but be 
Thy Principles as firmset as that Tree 
On its deep Roots; that these, e'en when the Shock 
Of earthly Sorrow or of 111 have broke 
The Fruits of Promise, when they seemed to the 
Fond Eye of Hope sureripening, may still 
The Sap unto a nobler Growth supply. 
And with maturer Juice the Fruitage fill. 
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And as towards Earth's Centre those Roots, hj 
Which the Tre^ liyes, still tend, so loo let thy 
Deep Thoughts towards the Ceotreprinciple 
Of spirituiil Grayitation bend. 
Thence draw still their Beginning and their End! 

on A FSIBETD ASK»G IF RB DI8TUBBBD ME WHEN WRITUG . 

1. Oh! think not that thou interruptest me; 
A warm Shake of the Hand, a kindly Look, 
Inspire me more, far more than this dead Book, 
Which quickens not, by divine Sympathy > 
Those genial Affections which mu st bd 
Cherished by daily Intercourse : I brook 

The simplest Sheepherd's Converse, who of Crook 

And Dog talks naively, better than to see 

That cold, dumb Oracle, Philosophy! 

I like to hear the Feelings of the Heart 

Speak, not in formal Phrases clipped by Art, 

But with the natural Eloquence of Eye 

And Voice, and Gest, which better can impart 

Wisdom than all the Bdoks beneath the Sky. 

2. In the pure Light of Things I love to stand. 
To see them as thejr are, nor more nor less; 

I need no spectacles of books t' impress 

Or magnify the wonders of God's hand. 

I with my natural sight have ever scanned 

His Volume, comprehended it far more 

By my own Heart V plain Cxtrnment, and the Lore 

Of pure delight, than by all that the. band 

Of Pedants and of Sages ever penned! 

Then fear not that thy voicft disturbs me. Friend; 

It tunes my thoughts , like pleasant chimes they fall 

In order, and a healthy glow thereby 

Ifly cold Abstractions warms: and after all. 
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7^/> is realjMe, that is but Poesy! 
And Life the highest Poesy I call ! 

SLAVERY. 

Firstborn of Sin and Darkness , Slavery! 
How shall I name thee, Foe to all that 's good? 
Thou that canst change the Spirit 's vital Blood 
To Poison — where does thy true Power lie? 
Thy petty Hate may dim the Body's Eye, 
And wear the Flesh, but the Mind's constant Mood 
Can shake not ; nay, such Woes by Faith withstood , 
Feed but the Lamp of Immortality : 
And from Earth's Hopes, returning to their Dust, 
Spring up the Fruits of spiritual Life! 
'Tis in the Heart subdued to Sin and Lust. 
O^all real III ourselves the Seeds have nursed. 
By our Cooperation they grow rife : 
lU is to us so thro* our ownselves first ! 
And the Self slave of all Thralls is the Worst; 
What boots a Body free, a Mind with Truth at Strife? 

THE WIS*. 

Poet! what Poet's Strains can vie with thee. 
Thou manytoned Wind, whom all the Strings 
Of Harmony obey; when Thunder rings 
'Round some hoar Mountain's Brows, there wilt thou be, 
( While Echo sets the old Cavevoioes free 
From their Bockslumbers,) with thy mighty Wings 
Sweeping the headlong Waterfall tliat flings 
Himself in Air's Embrace : and when the Sea 
Tunes all his Waves from Pole to Pole in one 
Worldfilling Concert, art not thou alone 
The Masterspirit of the Minstrelsy? 
Yet canst thou mould thy Voice unto a Tone 
Soft as in Woman's Ear the whispered 5igh 
Of Love , for all aweet Thing^ fit Company ! 
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MONBTCOYBTBAS • 

How many sweat and toil for thee , how maDy 
Seek thee from Day to Day, and Year to Year, 
As the sole Good that Life can offer here , 
Letting thee drop at last reluctantly 
From Age's palsied Grasp! and when the high 
And blessed Hour of Freedom draweth near , 
When the prophetic Sight has Glimpses dear 
Of Glories inexpressible, caused by 
Some Angers Hand uplifting partially 
The aweful Veil, still unto thee they cling, 
Wi|h one Foot in the Grave , and drag thee down 
With them into it , tho* the Weight must bring 
Damnation on their Souls : still Mammon's own 
Yile Thralls, when Heaven itself is opening! 

TOIBSOSB. 

• 

pay all thy Debts, ^^ri/ what to God is due. 
Then canst thou owe to no Man anything! 
Then shall the Earth and all her Voices sing 
Sweet Music to thine Ear , and Spring shall strew 
For Age her Flowers as when Life was new ! 
Be not closehanded , wisely mayst thou fling 
Thy Bread upon the Waters, Time will bring 
AH back with Interest : for what unto 
His Care Man trusts, thereof he loses naught. 
But , like an Usurer, with Joy or Pain 
He pays each Moment surely back again. 
According as 'twas spent: by Wisdom wrought 
Into the Substance of eternal Gain, 
Or still by Folly deemed a mere Sandgrain! 

mOCBHCE. 

Oh cherish iitsthy Heart a Nook 'wheie ne 'er 
The cold Wodd's Strife may eater; where of Peace 
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The still , low Voice of Conscience may not cease 
To whisper still unto the inward Ear , 
Serene and ample, and awake to hear 
Voices from other Days , that come again. 
To teach us that our Yearnings are not vain : 
Echos from other Worlds and Answers clear ! 
Alas for him who in Misfortune finds 
No Comforter in his own Bosom , who 
Has forfeited his Birthright ; Conscience winds. 
Snakelike , around his Heart, she , who should strew 
With Joys the Path, him as a Bondslave binds 
To l^ain , still to her double Office true! 

LAMEST . 

Oh! that a Milton would rise lip once more 
To lay hi6 Hand on the old Harp, again 
To wake the Music of past Days, the Strain 
Which, likeSpheremelody, from Shore to Shore 
Passed o'er the Nations , making in its Power 
The Thrones of Tyrants tremble , nor in vain ! * 
Alas! we are are but Dwarfs , we cannot strain 
Oar weak Grasp to the Strings! the Days are o'er 
Wlien Sagespen and Poetsharp could wake 
The World from out its Lethargy; we have 
Naught of that antique Flame which erst could make 
Menslips like Angels' eloquent , which gave 
The Faith that, looking still beyond the Grave, 
Life's godiiest Prospect from its Brink could take! 

povmTT. 

Oh God! it is a soulsupporting Thought, 
To think that ever the more poor we be. 
The richer in all genuine Wealth are we, 
f f we have but the calm Belief that naught 
Life yields has Value, save as it be wrought 
To fitting Use and Application by 
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That shaping Spirit which within doth ply 
Its godlike Office! save as we be tangfat 
By it to see that all Things take their Worth 
From our ownMelves, yea, even from I he Way 
In which we look at them! this ample Earth 
At one Man 's Feet its ample Stores will lay, 
While of all inward Good another *s Dearth 
Depriyes him even of the Light of Day! 

MYSTIC POBTRT. 

1 . Tliere is a Poesy where Words do seem 
Like Hieroglyphics to the practiced Eye, 

A Shorthandwriting with fit Imagery 
Penned as by Angclshands , or with the Beam 
Of living Truth enwoven ; words that teem 
With grand and lofty combinations, high 
And sweet surest ions, signs and tokens, by 
Which we can piece the fragments of some dream 
Of Beauty , and fill up the ontline clear 
Of the dim vision veiled in its own Bright- 
ness, which from time*to time our dull path here 
Grosses , then vanishes again from Sight, 
Halfconscious Recognitions from a sphere 
To which we tend as flowers to the Light! 

2. But this is Poetry which he alone. 

Whose soul is pure, can comprehend, whose mind 
The perfect Beauty in itself can find. 
And concentrate the scattered rays of one 
Eternal Truth, whereever they have shone 
Upon it , in one Socket , where enshrined , 
Like to a living Eye among the blind, 
The blessed radiance, glancing ever on 
All objects, shows them in their genuine Light. 
The Wisdom which is not of Earth, whose Sight 
If single, calm and serene, and whereby. 
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Through Hope and Faith, he looks beyond this Night, 
These changeful Mists of Time, and in his Eye 
Receives the Light of Immortality! 

3. But to the worldly soul these words have no 
Deep meanings, give no Intuitions clear , 

No glimpses far into the life which ne'er 

To chance aud chauge is subject: but Hkelo 

The poor skygazing Savage, it can know 

Naught of the wheels of Harmony Vvhich bear 

The starry chariots thro' the silent air , 

While on the other Heaven's least star can throw 

The radiance oi all, and lead him on. 

From orb to orb, thro* all the Galaxy, 

From link to link , yea! even to the throne 

Of God himself! for to his ample Eye 

Earth 's meanest flower or that one star alone 

Are signs and tokens of Infinity' ! 

4. The least sandgrain on the seashore is fraught 
To him with wonder, and it speaks as well 

As the loud Ocean : is a miracle 

As great as any in the old times wrought 

For those who in their souls had uever sought 

The miracle of miracles , to quell 

All Doubts; that most incomprehensible 

God in our Breasts, who grapples with proud Thought, 

As with a babe , and flings him back to Earth, 

>Vben without Faith he would investigate 

The mystery that hovers o'er Man's birth^ 

For Faith and Thought to Wisdom 's rich Estate 

Are Coheirs , Twins in Heaven they were, and so 

No perfect Being when divided know! 

5. There is no Littleness to him w/io sees 
God in all Things ,* nay, often that which is 
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Despised as insignificant, in his 

Esteem is but more wonderful : Degrees 

Of Wisdom unobserved he marks , by these 

Goes deep and rises high, still fixing sure 

Each Spoke of Truth 's vast Wheel , 'till it endaie 

The Weight of the whole Universe; where ce{U€ 

The Stare and Wonder of the World, there h% 

Is lost moii in Astonishment and Awe : 

Amid the Chaos and the ceaseless War 

Of human Passions, it is his to see 

These jarring Elements], by one grand Law, 

Made Parts of Nature's boundless Harmony ! 

BOW TO MAXB BEUIC COMPACT. 

Why is the MTheel so strong? a Child knows why ! 
Because the Spokes towards one same Centre tend,'- 
Which combined Strength to each and all doth lend . 
So let God be the Centre of all thy 
Life, ThoughU, and Deeds : and if unceasingly 
They flow /rom him, eo his sole Glory bend 
Their Energies, and constantly ascend 
For Motive and for Sanction to the Sky, 
Then wiU thy Life , all Parts thus knit in one , 
Be firm and compact! and what is this whole 
Vast World but such a Wheel? of which, as on 
In ceaseless Agitation it doth roll. 
And all is Change , that which we stand upon. 
And we ourselves , unchanging he alone 
Is the unshaken Centre and the Soul ! 

TBB POBT's LhMP- 

What matters it, tho' to the godlike Toil 
My Health, nay, even Life itself must be 
Ofl^ered, the Price of Immortality? 
Let no low Thought the Sacrifice then soil; 
The Poet's Lamp is nourished not with Oil , 
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Gross and malcrial, like that which we 

Employ the Labour of our Hands to see , 

When busy with low Cares and Life's Turmoil, 

But with the purest Naptha of the Soul*. 

Purer than that which from the Stars doth shine: 
And kindled Brst by Truth , with her divine 
And quenchless Torch, it lights him to the Goal: 
To the great Spirit of this lovely Whole 
Burning like I^mp before the inmost Shrine I 
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1. Live thou each Day as if 'twere thine alone^ 
Then wilt thou of its Worth become aware: 
Then wilt thou too enjoy it in its fair 
Reality, and learn when it is gone 
How great has been thy Gain: for to live on*. 
One single Day without a Touch of Care 
"Bout Past or Future , is to be as are 
The Birds and Flowers, who have never known 
A Morrow or a Yesterday: the Hour 
fFhich possess leaves alone the precious Dower 
Of Life'' it yields enough to exercise 
All Faculties , and calls for all our Power 
To draw forth all its Good, and realiM 
The golden Vein which unworked therein lies! 

2. For Time to us is but aa Marble to 
The Sculptor's Hand, and as he in this wakes 
The sleeping Statue, and the coarse Block taUs . 
Beneath his Touch, the Shape which it should do. 
So we call forth the Beautiful, the True, 
And Godlike from the other. He who rakes 
»Mid the spent Ashes of past Pleasures , make* 
The Present useless , and 'tis only thro* 
Tfus that he can move onwards , or atUin 
Life's Goal— what booU it to liye o*€r again 
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The Past? the Past has served its End, 'tis gone , 

And wherefore should the springtide Tree retain 

Its withered Autumnleaves, and not put on 

The living Beauty ol the passiog'Hour? 

The green, the ripe Fruit, must succeed the Flower, 

Each is a Step linked with the former one; 

Man 's Course is onward , yet to dream upon 

The Future also is unwise : for by 

The intermediate Steps wo reach aione 

Irs Blessings; nay, there is no Future, none. 

Without the Present! Life is as a Chain, 

Each Part linked with the other viewlessly : 

Oft tine as Gossamer, yet by the Eye 

Of Wisdom traced , and no least Link is vain, 

lu their Contiecliou lies their only Power; 

The intemiediate Steps alone prepare 

And fit us to receive the Goods which are 

Still distant, else perhaps a Source of Pain, 

Nay, Curses ! to the feeble Child what were 

Man's Strength of Reason but a Curse? gray Hair 

Which Manhood has not fitted us to wear? 

Then live the Present , this alone can be 

Clasped to the Heart, substantial « solid Bliss; 

Past, Future, are but Shadows , cleave to this! 



RICHBS. 



1 . He who has least , has most — qchest with nought 
Beyond Life's grand and simplest Goods, an Eye 
Not easydazzled with vain Glitter, high 
Yet sober Feeling of what this Life ought 
To be — a loving Heart, a Spirit taught 
On Nature *s solid Ground to build up, by 
The firm Materials of Reality , 
Its Happiness, not by vain Fancy wrought 
From airy Nothings , but substantial Bliss : 
Bliss to be pressed unto the human Heart " 
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By which we live, thereunto to impart 
That daily Warmth of human Love, which is 
God's chosen Altarflame; for know, thou art 
Not yet a Man, unless thou liv'st bjr this/ 

2. He who has most is poorest, for he goes 
Not into his owns tlf enough , to find 

His Happiness — for still from our own Mind 
Must it he fashioned forth , and with the Throes 
Of our own Heart must it have Birth, like those 
Which to the poorest Mother's Bosom bind 
The Child of her own Womb, ^ud make her blind 
To all that it may want; see what Love does, ' 
The Beautifier! he who makeo this so. 
So rude , imperfect World more lovely tlian 
The Hues by Raphael thrown above the Brow 
Of his Madonna! — all that Riches can 
Teach us , is in ourselves this Truth to know , 
That they are needless to be « quite a Man »! 

3. They loose the Sinews of our Industry , 
Make Purpose faint, and Execution slow. 
Religion a mere Form, impelled on no 
Unwearied Wing of Faith towards the Sky, 
But glancing still, with dull and filmy Eye, 

On those bless 'd Words , which no true Meaning show 

'Till quickened into Life by holy Glow 

Of Feeling ; in our bitterest Misery 

They first shine forth with their celestial Light. 

And oh! methinks, it were worth while to be 

A Beggar by the Road, to feel ariglit 

The Force of that diviuest Prayer, as we 

Should do, « our Father which art in Heaven », see 

Thy Child , and keep him ever in thy Sight : 

« Thj Kingdom come, thy Will be done on Earth 

As 'tis in Heaven » ! and if thou feel'st iheWorih 

roi. ir 1 i 



\ 
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Of these few words, then to thee straightway hi» 
Kingdom will be already come, and Bliss 
• Will fill thy Heart , and flow from it , as flow» 
The Perfume from the summeropening Rose ! 
And if his divine Will be done in thee 
As up in Heaven in the Angels , He 
Will enter into thee, and thou , like those , 
Wilt be a perfect Angel , blessed as they ! 
Tho^thou hast not a stone, whereon to lay 
Thy Head, yet thou shalt sleep so sweetly, yeaf 
Such Sleep as Wealth on pillowed Down ne'er knows ; 
In God's own Boiom shalt thou sleep , and o 'er 
Thy Head shall Visions of the Blessed play. 
Life's bitter Breath thou shalt not breathe of more. 
But Ether, and be served upon thy Way 
By Spirits, still obedient to thy Sway! 

LIFEUOWLBDGB. 

Experience and Worldwisdom! oh how dear 
They cost us, these same vaunted Treasures! how 
Many sweet Streams of Fancy cease to flow, 
How many Gushings of the Heart grow sere , 
How many Flowers must be withered, ere. 
Creatures of Form and Custom,^ we can bow 
And &mile, and play our Parts in this vain Show, 
Where no Love is! 'till we have schooled our Ear 
And Eye, and checked the Beatings of the Heart, 
So that it no more throb, e'en tho'the Theme 
Were God and Freedom! can we not redeem 
Our Souls from this worst Thralldom, or must Art, 
And Form, and Custom, mould us 'till we seem 
Automatons, Machines in every Part! 

KAPTCBBSTB\RS . 

Oh! blessed Tears, come once more to my Eyes, 
That^ glittering thro' you , I may see all Things 
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As beantifal as iho' an Angel's Wings 

Had dropped the Heavensdew, fresh from the Skies, 

Upon them once again ; the Glory dies 

Which Youth and Hope breathed on the Earth: the Strings, 

By Time too rudely touched, their Minist 'rings 

Unto Hope's Hand refuse ! in Tain it tries 

The wonted Chords , it can call forth at best 

But Chimes of jangled Music', which too well. 

By what they are not^ to the sad Heart tell 

How much is wanting ; but when from your Rest, 

Ye Tears ,ye start, at Joy, th' Enchanter's, Spell, 

Seen thro' ye Earth as erst seems fair and blest! 

L/LHP.NT. 

My Heart is sad, and my Harpstrings have grown 
Weary of this eternal Theme of Woe ; 
Oh that some good old Song might wake e'en now 
The Spirit which so long from them has flown! 
My Hand is heavy , and its Touch is thrown 
Reluctantly athwart them , for they know 
*No Voice but what from blank Despair doth flow. 
Their Mirth is forced, and turns into a Moan! 
And if the blessed Music of old Days 
Come back by Fits unto the Strings, it finds 
No Ears that comprehend its Wisdom , Minds 
Whose Music is the Clink of Gold : it plays 
Like wandering Minstrel from some far Countree , 
Who finds all strange where his dear Home should be! 

MOEB need be poor^ 

1 . Had we but that which really here below 
Is ours, how poor then would the Beggar be? 
But , with a little Fancy , all we see. 
At far as the Enjoying it can go 
At least , may be made ours; and who so 
Truly the real Possessor then as he 
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Who draws most Good from it? a Thing to the 

Richman may be as if (were not, of no 

Vahie or Use , it charms no more his Eye, 

Because fastidious-— but if thou^uietly 

Walk'st thro* his Field, and yiew'st it as thine onvs. 

Pleased with it as it is, if it were thy 

Own really , wouldst thou then possess it one 

Jot more? 'tis no more his, but thine alone! 

s. 

2. So walk then thro' this lovely World, this Hall 
Of Wonders, as if thou wert Lord of all: 
Mar uot thy Pleasure by the Wish to be 
So in Name too: the Fruit is tinged ybr thee 
With Gold and Purple, and the Flowers spring 
i^eneath thy Feet to give thee Welcoming! 
Think that all, all is good, nor yb/icx* aught 
Could better be, i|nd then there will be naught 
To be made better: aU will perfect grow, 
J f thou enjoy' St it perfectly, with no 
Vain Retrospects, nor Hopes of greater Bliis: 
The greatest, if thou art but wise, u this 
Which thou now tastest, for it fits thy Mind 
For greater , in that Fitness thou wilt 6nd 
Not one Joy, but all Joys summed up in one: 
As on the Instrument in perfect Tone 
All Music which its Compass can compriae ^ 
May be performed: thus in thy human Soul 
The Harmonies of this so boundless Whole , 
Tho* on a smaller Scale, yet still , if wise. 
Unutterably sweet, thou mayst epitomize: 
'Till , in somesort like God 's , thy human Heart 
Grow as the Whole, pervading eveiy Part! 

TO WORDBRSBBUHS. 

Yea! Miracles are wrought (and none shall make 
Me change my Faith) by common Agencies! 
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The dovelike Glance shot from a Maiden 's Eyea 

Its stubborn Purpose from the Soul can take , 

And bid it to its inmost Centre shake , 

When Thunders , bellowing thro' th' affrighted Skies , 

Would find it calm: herein we recognize 

A Power 9 ever jealously awake 

Within the human Soul, there to maintain 

Of divine Things the due Supremacy: 

These hold Communication ^ and reply 

By Meanj which Sense would penetrate in vain^ 

Godlike to Godlike speaking , and still by 

T%e Spirit Spirit loving to constrain ! 

WORLDWBARIRBSS . 

Ye good old Thoughts t once more upon the Ear 
Of sober Contemplation , long stunn 'd by 
The Jar ; the Noise , and many voiced Cry 
Of this loud Babel , steal ye with the clear. 
Sweet Chimes of other Days , with Fancies dear. 
Dearer from Interruption: with all high 
And blest Associations be ye nigh 
To soothe the^oul, that it again, may hear 
n&e calm , eternal Voice discoursing sweet 
Mosic of Things beyond the Reach of Chance 
And Change , there where no busy Sound of Feet 
Toiling in Mammon's dusty Paths, no Glance 
Of Avarice or wrinkled Vice , may meet 
The Ear or Eye, to break that blessed Trance! 

WISDOM . 

Methtnks I would not paint thee with grey Hairs 
And a thoughtfurrowed Brow! I rather would 
Give thee a Child's young Heart, and bid thy Blood 
Dance joyously, unchecked by Life's dull Cares! 
Is not Bliss Wisdom? if then Wi&dom wears 
Pain's Livery, it is a sorry Mood, 
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Hard Service and worse Wages! Wisdom's Food 
Is joyous Thoughts , and with these she repairs 
The Injuries of Time: a wayside Flower, 
A passing Cloud , can make her happier 
Than Mammon's Darling 'mid his hoarded Ore! 
And if in this so troubled World her Hour 
Of Grief she too must feel, she has a Lore 
Can make its Bitterness more sweet to her. 
Than e 'en Prosperity to those who know 
Not its true Use, nor whence its Blessings flow! . 

LAMENT. 

Shame on ye! dull, cold Hearts , who seek to gain. 
By Prostitution of celestial Thought , 
The Wages of vile Mammon! ye have brought 
Divine Things into Disrepute, made vain 
The Sage's Labours, to the Poet's Strain 
Untuned our Ears, 'till we are fit for naught, 
In Thought or Action, with true Grandeur fraught: 
'Till we no longer comprehend the plain 
And blessed Gospeltruths, but mouthe them o'er 
With Apegrimaces, like the Pharisees: 
Vain Forms and Ceremonies, where no more 
Aught quickening survives pure Faith's Decease! 
Alas! our Hearts are rotten to the Core, 
And the Lifeblood there stagnates thro' Disease! 

GOLD. 

I value thee but even as thou art 
In Wisdom's Sight , yet thou too mayst be made 
The Minister of generous Thoughts , and aid 
The nobler Beatings of the human Heart 
In thy brute Fashion! Wisdom can impart 
Even to thee, so oft to vain Parade 
By Folly's unreflecting Hand betrayed, 
High Uses, and by her discerning Art 
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fteedem tbee from the Dust! but shouldst thou e'er 
With Feelings, Thoughts, and Hopes, of divine Birth , 
Into Collision come, with Things that ne'er 
Have bowed themselves from their celestial Worth 
To thy lowthoughted and changetroubled Sphere, 
I tread thee down into thy kindred Earth! 

TO HY MOTHBR. 

I would not rashly lift the Veil which lies 
Upon thy Face , my Mother ! lest below, 
Tooclose examining, I learn to know 
E'en in those Features, holy to my Eyes, 
Our coarse and common Clay! past Times arise. 
When the Heart s first Affections for thy Brow 
That Veil of Reverence wove, with Thoughts which grow 
Only in early Years, with blessed Ties 
And high Associations: it is long 
Since we have met , and thou may 'st no more ht 

The tame whom 1 so loved! thou dost belong 
To a bright Dream, and should Reality, 

As he is wont , approach it but to wrong, 

fVho shall restore me what I lose in thee? 

Then wear it still— thus shalt thou to me seem 

Life's best Bealitf^ ^nd-^ fairest Dream! 

At once Life's most real Good, and what of best 

The Fancy ha4, and oiidealest! 

k PEiYER. 

The ardent Thirst hast thou not granted me , 
Oh God! and wilt thou not accord me too 
Wherewith to quench it? some few Drops of Dew 
Celestial , from that richfruited Tree 
Whereon all Knowledge grows, eternally 
Watered by Truth's pure FounUin ,- and brought to 
Me in an Angel's Palm, enjoined to strew 
My Lips with Uiat bless 'd Moisture, till they be 



• 
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Fit for the Utterance of divine Thought . 

Far other Inspiration than was known 

To Grecian Bard , tho' by the Muse 'twas brought 

Descending visible, e'en such as on 

The' Harp of David its high Wonders wrought. 

Whose Spirit down from Heaven direct had flown ! 

FAME. 

1 . T thought I should be happy , if the Wreath 
Of Fame might but for once o'ershade my Brow, 
But I have learnt from others' Fate to know 

My Error, for the Pulse still throbs beneath 

Those idle Laurels, and the withering Breath 

Of Disappointment not the less doth blow 

Upon our Hopes — alas ! it is not ra 

Jieal Happiness is won: these Joys to Death 

Are offered up, like Flowers on the Grave! 

A more substantial Bliss the Heart doth cravet 

Life was not meant to be a Dream ^ and we 

Abuse that divine Gift of Fancy , save 

When we employ its sublime Agency 

To raise the Heal by Hope of Things to bs T 

2. For thi» End was Imagination made 
Our Heritage , that we therein a Sign 

Might have of Birth and Destiny diyine: _ / 

That still as from Life's flowers the bloom should fade. 
And narrower grow our Cares , by its bless 'd Aid 
We might enlarge our Realm: o'erstep the Line 
Within which Life's vain Sorrows would confine. 
And see the Promiseland before us spread. 
Wider and wider, like the growing Day. 
The bitterest punishment that falls on those 
Who worship Mammon, is the sure Decay 
Of Fancy: she her glorious wings must close. 
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And DO more soar up for the divine Ray , 
To feed Faith 's Altar burning fast away. 

on MinGLfflO WITH LOW HA.TORBS . 

What can the Contact with vile Natures do 
To disennoblc one that is divine? 
Sonre Freshness at the Surface it may tine. 
The frank Relian«e, the Belief, which drew 
From its own Nobleness its sublime View 
Of Life : awhile into the inner Shrine, 
To purer Worship, loftier Design, 
TTie Spirit may retire , to renew 
Its Purpose, and to gather Energy, 
But for this, its first Disappointment, by 
The Oracle consoled , returns again 
To Life, and works with tenfold Industry 
The Good and Godlike for their own Sokes/ for 
True Gold, tho* rubbed, remains without a Flaw, 
Gold in*all Shapes and Uses 'neath the Sky : 
But the mere surfacegilded can retain 
Its Lustre only while not tested : when 
By base Materials rubbed, it changes, or 
By Contact grows like them insensibly! 

THB aOMBLBSS. 

1 . .Hark! 'tis but the sere Leaf which makes 

Me with its Footfallmotion start. 
Like to a guilty Thing that shakes , 
As all were not right at the Heart. 

2. irbe same Star now is overhead , 

Which so oft on my Boyhood shone , 
As homeward sent to guide my Tread, 
Alas! where does it now lead on? 
3.1 know not-r- 't^s not to my Home; 
The Home I seek is very far. 
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Farther thaa whence yon cahn Beams come. 
Yea! up above yon 'still, fair star ! 

4. Oh EveningsUr, that leadeat now , 

Unto the household Hearth so dear. 
So many Hearts, oh how, oh how. 

Canst thou forget me mourning here? 

5. Mine Eyes are dim at Sight of thee. 

My feet mechanically move. 
Thou draw 'st me on resistlessly, 
Softbeaming like the Eyes I love . 

6. Ah cruel Star, why wilt thou cheat 

Me with this Dream of Things longpast. 
Home has no Threshhold for my Feet, 

No Warmth is from that Hearth now cast ! 
1. Thou art but a mere Star to me, 

Lite those that near thee coldly shine, 
The Home, that gave the Charm to thee, ' 

Is gone, and thou no more divine! 
8. They tell me even on thy fair. 

Calm Silverdisk , that Night and Day 
Alternate , and that Sorrow there 

n r,.!. '^°^ ^^**"^* ® ^'^ ^"™an Hearts his Sway. 
9. Then roll thou on thro* boundless Space, 
The Home / seek is not in thee, 
My Heart would Gnd a RestingpUce. 
The long Rest of Eternity ! 



LI7S, 



itew often, seated in my Armchair, by 
The Fireside, with, save its fitful Blaze, 
No other Light, have I mused o'er the Ways 
Of God, as they have been revealed in my 
Own Life , for 'tis this Revelation I 
Have drawn most Comfort from, this to the Maie 
Has lent a Clue- our own Heart is the Place 
Where we may best consult him : evernigh 
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"Hie Oracle is ready at our Call , 

And if we but do or forego what it 

Bids or forbids , our Feet will seldom fall 

Into the Snare— what other Men have writ 

Instructs us:but the Comment best of all , 

For us, is that of our own Hearts — when lit 

By their Light , then the perplexed Page growfi clear. 

For none can tell us what we are or were ! 

TO THE DAISY. 

Flower , thai in the Soil of Memory 
Growest, whose Roots with mine own Heart seem knit. 
As tho' they sprang and took their Life from it. 
Fed by its Yearnings, yrouid that I could see 
Naught but a little careless Flower in thee. 
Upon whose Leaves the bygone Hours have writ 
No Records, thus to make me by thee sit 
With glistening Eye, and con the History 
Of Joys, which sprang at every Step, like thy 
Sweet self! why from the cold, forgetful Earth 
Dost thou shoot up thus unconcernedly ? 
Spring sees thee with each Year renew thy Birth : 
Yet art thou no more to my saddened Eye 
The outward Emblem of an inward Mirth ! 

THE BVBNIirOSTAB . 

Homestar of Eve! with what a lovefull Eye 
Must the poor Labourer look up at thee. 
When, all his Day toils ended, he doth see 
Thee shining o'er his Cot, so calm and high ! 
O'er that dear spot, from the World's Vanity, 
From all its brute Uproar and Turmoil, free; 
What Bliss is his , when , dandling on his Knee , 
To his least Babe he sings its Lullaby! 
But to the Richman tliat fair Star is nought, 
It sweetens not the Sweat upon his Brow : 



220 utaoBLLkvtovi pibcbs. 

It is no HeroM unto him of aught 
That hallows still alike both high and low. 
It has no beauty for him, brings no thought 
Of Joys that from wise toil, \heir Springhead, flow! 

niBBDOM. 

Tho* thousands call on thee , fair Liberty, 
And with thy hallow 'd name on their false tongae. 
Work deeds of crime and blood : tho* often sun^ 
By Hirelingbards , who prostitute their high 
And holy Callings for the Wreaths that die. 
Ere Fame's yile Reek be past, yet ne'er among 
Thy ^rvants nam'st thou these: for strife and wrong. 
The visible Powers which work their Victory 
With Steel , and Serve, and Sinew, and brute Might, 
Thou , knowing whence Strength is and wJuU, dost acorn ! 
Thine are allbloodless Conquests , calm as bright. 
For Liberty and Virtue were twinbom; 
Thine make man Master of himself, for he 
Whose State is selfdiyided is not free ! 

CBABITT. 

Sweet is the smallest Act of Charity 
As a foretaste of Heaven , worth , I weet. 
Eternities of vulgar bliss : 'tis sweet 
To have some quiet nook of memory, 
Where , like a bright glimpse of the glad bine sky 
Amid surrounding clouds, ourgooddeeds greet 
'The backward glance with blessings; can Wealth bring, 
Pomp, Power, or Pride, a Balm unto the Smart 
Of stinging Conscience? no, their utmost art 
A veil o 'er hidden pangs at best can fling. 
They never toil in vain who serve aright 
The Giver of all Good, who truly seek 
His Glory, not their own : tho* Fortune wreak 
Her wayward Spleen on them, they find a Light 
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E'eo in their very darkness , and a Might 
Beyond Earth 's strength ; for man is then most weak 
When he would stand alone, and if he break 
From Virtue and Selfcontrol , 'tis to bite 
The dast of which he's made in Selfdespite! . 

HA.PPUIESS . 

Oh! Happiness , how few who seek thee , find 
Thy priceless blessing , not that on life 's tree 
Of manytasted fruits, the true one be 
Above the feeblest reach, but that with blind 
And thoughtless haste we pluck; it is the mind. 
Whose pruned or unpruned Wishes set us free 
Fi*om Earth's worst cares, or turn to mockery 
The Gifts we covet most; the tempting rind 
Hides bitter ashes : Wisdom hath no power 
To make us happy, if it teach not how 
To draw enjoyment from the passing hoar; 
The simplest hind from his despised plough 
Beaps more than all Ambition 's princely dower. 
From our own breasts, ali Good or lii doth flow! 

WISDOM. 

Whig, Tory , 'tis all one! true Wisdom knows 
Naught of Distinctions varying with Place , 
With Times and Prejudices , nor to base 
And selfish Partyends perverts she those 
Eternal Cares and Duties which she owes 
Unto Mankind at large. She views the Race, 
But higher Things therein doth ever trace. 
Than those engaged in it strive after, whose 
Exertions are but for themselves: like to 
The Rat in Wisdom, just enough to do 
As it, to leave the Building e're it fall. 
But not repair it daringly for all 
That's precious in Man's Heritage, a Store 
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For them and others , thus made tenfold more. 
She swears not by a Name , her Sympathies 
Are catholic — her Eye is single , clear. 
Looking before and after, like a Seer, 
Unto the Heart of Things -— she doth despise 
The Watchword of a Sect , the Badge of Clan , 
Her Party is Mankind ^ her Watchword, nManf » 
Then be ye wise , thus straightway shall ye know 
Your Answer, and to which Side ye should go! 

REAL WEALTH. 

1. The daily Use of what we have alone. 
The actual Comciousness thereof, that is 
Our genuine Wealth : grasping at more we miss 
E 'en what we liave — a Thing is then our own 
When it is present to the Mind — when known 
And felt, it first contributes to our Bliss; 

Too many weaken but eachother — his 

Enjoyment , who has many Goods of one 

Same Kind, can scarce be greater than his who 

Has one alone : by Repetition he 

Gains naught , nay loses! one Rose smells like two 

Or three, yor one by one still must they be 

Enjoyed — and one small Room is worth to thee 

A Palace, nay! if content is one too! 

And haply far, far more, it is thy — Home! 

The Heaven from which thy Wishes never roam; 

A godlike Palace! for God is there, and 

Where He dwells, who lives better in the Land? 

2. But what now are those Goods which we most have 
The daily Use of? our own Faculties , 

Thoughts and Affections; from their Exercise 
Springs all real Welliare : do not then deprave 
Them from their true Direction— if we crave 
Life's Tinsel and vain Show, how can we priae 
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Aright its solid Goods?— our Sympathies 
Should tend to godlike Things , and by these brave 
The Shocks of Suffering, like Ivy twined 
Around the Oak:— the fFealth of his own Mind 
The poorest Man can have the Use of, yea ! 
More than the Richest : and therein may find 
A Treasure everpresent, which from Day 
To Day still multiplies , as 'neath their Sway 
His true Affections bring Life's Forms, and bind 
Them to the Heart enduringly for aye, 
With Tendrils strong of Love , from the Springhead 
Of natural Affection ever fed! 

BEAVEir's TlSrrATIOKS. 

God's Gifts to us are perfect— it is we 
Who , by receiving them improperly. 
Do make them otherwise—- it is the Eye 
Of Faith , in each oi Life 's Events , must see 
Their Uses, and the Good which thence may be 
Extracted—* E'en in Pain and Misery 
God wills our Good : let Patience then stand by 
The Sickbed , yea! the Deathbed too, for she 
Is Life's best ministering Angel , and 
Sole Healer! Thou receivest at her Hand 
More than Misfortune takes , a Foretaste of - 
That Heaven , which is to thee no more above. 
But round thee , in thee! for if thou hast got 
So far to.be content with any Lot, 
To say with heartfelt Gratitude and Love, 
« Thy will be done on Earth as 'tis in Heaven , » 
Then unto thee that Heaven will be given ; 
For but to do His Will on Earth , that is 
In its sole Self, the Sum of Heaven's Bliss ! 
Then thankfully receive the Gifts he sends, 
Whate'er they be; according to the Ends 
Which thou direct 'st them towards , will they prove good 
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Or evil : but which of these two they should 
Be turned to, that on tkjr toU SelfdeptndMt 
For costliest Blessings, when received amiss. 
Are none , and Sorrows give an Angelskiss 
Of Peace to such as meet them in fit IMood ! 

OB ▲ LTAEBEAJllKG AIK)LLO. 

And hear'st thou not the Music? are not tboae 
The very Notes that floated on the Ear 
Of blind Meonides, to whose so clear. 
Inspiring Sound his full Heart sank and roM, 
With Beatings mightier than Ocean knows? 
See, see, the Eienients take Shape, and near 
The God , departed Forms of Beauty rear 
Themselves to Sightl a Temple yonder sliows 
Its gleaming Marbles thro' the antique Trees, 
fieneath whose Boughs, lightstirred by the Breeie, 
A Band of Maidens o'er the new Grass speed; 
Oh happy Vision! which with so much Ease 
I have called forth yrom nothing , what we naed 
We make our$eives , and do become indeed! 

CaAVBCBUSillG . 

i . Oh ! Father , let me buried be 

In yon 'sweet Churchyardnook , 
Beneath the shadowy old Yewtree, 
Hardby that pleasant brook : 

2. Its voice, tho' / shall hear it not. 

Makes music very meet 
For that same calm and quiet spot. 
The. injured 's la'st retreat. 

3. It is a song of early days : 

Snatches of happy times 
Still nieet my ear, as on it plays, 
But too like jangled chimes. 
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4. And let there be no stone above 

To tell its idle tale. 
But freshest turf with flowrets wove, 
And perfuming the gale , 

5. For I should wish no -curious eye 

To know who I have been , 
The few who lox'e me , easily 
Will Gnd the spot I ween : 

6. And let there be no ruder sounds 

Than greet the dawning day , 
The voice of that sweet stream , which bounds 
So merry on its Way. 
1. Let children sport above my grave, 
And pluck the flowers there, 
Enjoying, as I myself have. 

Those hours so fresh and fair, 

8. Let them not think on whom they tread. 

The silence that 's below , 
But laugh as iho' there were oo Dead, 
And Life were ever so ! 

9. These tremblingvoiced words had brought 

A tear into her eye , 
For still it is a bitter thought 
So very young to die. 

10. Then from her father's breast she raised 

Feebly her sinking head. 
One moment in his face she gazed y 
Yet not one word she sa'td, 

1 1 . There was a something at her heart 

That could not uttered be. 
She pressed his hand, as those who part 
For an Eternity. 

1 2. He answered not, there came no tear. 

He clasped her to his breast, 
He listened for awhile to hear 

Her heart, but 'twas at rest! 
Vol. IL ^ 5 
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13. And when I pass'd again that ws^. 
The birds were singing there , 
As tho' there had been no such day , 
Nor man e 'er felt despair. 
14. 1 wandered thro* the churchyardnook 
The stream was flowing on , 
All things wore just the selfsame look^ 
Save one smdi spot alone . 

15. A little mound of turf was there. 

Which was not there before. 

No other mark to point out where 

Slept she who was no more! 

16. The old yewtree its shadows threw 

Upon that humble sod , 
And on its breast the flowers grew» 
Emblems of trust in God . 

17. And thus we pass away, and leave 

No void in the vast chain 
Of Being, and scarce one will grieve 
Or think of ns again . 

18. Our name is cast upon the winds , 

Our memory is gone. 
And all the curious searcher finds- 
At best is a gravestone. 

19. Ask of this manycenturied tree 

Who sleeps beneath his shade , 
Will Nature, think'st thou , answer thee ? 
«^^ cares not for the dead ! 



HAV 



Hast thou not given us the eye to see. 
The ear to hear, and spread before our eyes 
This glorious World of beauty , Earth, Sea, Skies, 
With all their rich and rare variety 
Of soula waking charms? yet we pass by, 
Tho' wonders at <ach heedless step arise, " 
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As men who bad qo hearts ! Mercy, aUwise, 
Allbounteous God ; chastise, but let it be 
In Love not Wrath, reclaim us to thy ways. 
We are but lipfree, our worst fetters are 
In our own souls: baser no tyrant lays 
On his least thrall, than who with self at war. 
And with his being's end, can pass his days, 
A selfchained captiye to vile Mammon's car! 



AMBITION. 



Ambition , like the kite, will soar full-high. 
Yet are his heart and ken still downward bent. 
His base prey 's still beneath him , most intent 
On that when highest soaring; Folly, by 
A little gilded Dust thrown in his Eye, 
Makes a mere Crown seem a bright Halo sent 
By Glory 's self to wreath his brows \ the tent , 
Whei« like a God he sits, lb' Idolatry 
Of fooled hosts , blind tools and framed aright 
For such a hand, the shout, the feast, the fight. 
The bloodstained triomph , such the Steps that bear 
Ambition to his selfo 'erbalanced height, 
Whence, on his Earth-Olympus, he will scare 
With his Clay thunderbolts^ to vulgar sight 
A God — and most fit too, for such as make 
Their Deity of Clay, and consecrate 
In him liieir selfscourged Sins : but drowsy Hate, 
Drugged by Oppression , shall at length awake. 
And the vain Momentsidol rudely break. 
Hurled to the Pu^t from whence capricious Fate 
Had raised him! of the Virtue of a State 
Its Rulers give the Measure — for they take 
Their Measure from it : this is the sole true 
Thermometer, which sinks and rises too 
As Good or Evil may preponderate 
In that great Masa, wiience it the Impulse di^w- 



228 MISCBLLABE008 P1MZ8. 

Vices must rise, when pressed up by the Weight 
Of those beneath > and sink just am these do! 



PHILOSOPHY . 



1. Why por'st thou , old Philosopher, 
Upon thy worm eat book , 
When the winds are making such a stir. 

And the leaves from the tree are shook? 
Think 'st thou from that dead page's Lore, 

To strike Truth's warm lifespark? 
No! thou mayst pore, and pore, and pore. 
And make God's daylight dark. 
2. Like the spider thou spinnest , and spinnest on , 
The web of thy flimsy brain , 
Some solid Truth breaks it, and thon anon 
Must patch it up again. 
Oh! look thou forth on the sunny Sky, 

On the Earth , whose flowers are springing. 
Or draw thy lore from the laughing Eye 
Of the child, unconsciously singing. 
5. Wisdom is Bliss! to flourish and bloom , 
It asks both air and sun , 
Like plants , when shut up in the studentsroom , 

It loses its color anon ! 
Yea! Wisdom grows in the Wear and Tear 

Of manycolored Life, 
And the fruits which the closet alone doth bear. 
In the open air ne 'er thrive . 
4. Oh ! wisdom comes by ear and eye , 

From their vast and ample domaih. 
From the changing face of humanity. 

In joy , and sorrow , and pain : 
And he who walks the same dull Round, 

And views the selfsame things , 
His heart, like his eye, hath a narrow bound, 
And his soul has lost Us wings . 
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CRATBAIfiS. 

1 . Can Time accord a fitter ornament 
To Age's brows, than its own silver hairs: 
Brought by his Messengers, the winged Years, 
A mark of his high Approbation meant? 
The seasonable Gray, by hours wellspent 
Strew 'd with a gentle hand , which Wisdom wears 
As her best token: by no idle fears 
Disturbed, no tremblings thro' the calm heart sent, 
Where sablime Faith sits firm upon her throne: 
Counting in serene hope^ as past they fly. 
The Sandgrains, lessening gradual, one by one: 
And looking on the grave with steadfast eye, 
nrill worms and darkness vanish , and alone 
Remains the sense of Immortality! 



»•«> 



2. Gray hairs are then like to a holy Wreath, 
By Angels wove for Virtue here below ! 
But oh! how ill do they become the brow, 
"When prematurely touched, and by the Breath 
Of Dissi[iation whitened! when beneath 
The temples, where no sanctity they throw. 
We trace the Feverpulse of passions low. 
Desires writhing in the grasp of Death, 
Yet prurient still: engrained by habitude, 
Tho* able scarce to warm the halffroze blood: 
Oh! then they are a bitter mockery. 
Placed there by time in his most scornful mood, 
A sign and token of his Triomph, by 
The Voice of Conscience sanctioned inwardly ! 

ITEWTEAB. 

Another year has flown! — what means this year. 
Or what this idle phrase with which I break 
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My Fancy's Rest? how maDy days then make 
This year? what boots how many days there are? 
Let's take its measure in the heart — aye there, 
Alas! 'tis ofb a baseless dream, the wake 
Of a Bird thro' the Ain save by the Ache , 
And vain Regret it leaves, as if it ne'er 
Had been ! 'tis then indeed gone by , and flown 
Recallessly: no Gooddeeds which, like flowers. 
Smell sweet, long after they are past and blown. 
And leave behind them ripened seeds for hoars 
Of future bliss: but when the soul has known 
To use it well, past Time is itill oar own! 

THE SBASBELL. 

What is there in thee , thou deepvoiced shell , 

That when unto my ear 

I hold thee , I do seem to hear 
Th' eternal Ocean's hoUowsoundiug swell, 
Tho' distancesoftened , as might be 
His low rockmusic, borne on the windswings 

To the sweet secrecy 
Of some embowered inland haunt: 
A spirit of wild murmurings, 

Like to a distancedying chaunt! 
What is there in thee, thou mysterious shell? 
For not unto the sensual ear. 
But rather to the soul , thy voice doth tell 
Its tale of wonder: and we hear 
The mighty Ocean rolling as of yore, 
When in our childish awe we stood upon the Shore. 

What Soul, what hidden Power, 
Hath taken up its haunt in thee. 

Crowding the Melodies 

Of multitudinous waves and echolovijig caves , 
Within thy narrow boundary? 
I do remember in my boyish days. 
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When woDder and delight 
Clothed, more than fancybright. 
The roost familiar forms of weekday Being: 

Ere yet the Eye had lost the power of seeiii|; 

With Joy's clear vision, and transfiguring rays 
Of fieavensplendor fell on this dim Earth: 
That Light which lingers round us at our birth , 
Dyings out of Glory, 
Scatterings from on high. 
The Beauty, and the Blessedness, and Loye, 
Which, like a Garment, interwove above 
By Angels, clothes our Innocence: 

How I, not knowing whence 
Those shellborn sounds, that gushed on my young ear. 
Could come , did break in eagerness and fear. 
Their Mansionhoose , in hope to trace 
The Minstrel to his Dwellingplace ! 
And when the shattered fragments round me fell, 
I did repent me: for I learnt too late , 
That in the fFhoie that Music's soul did dwell. 
Not of one part a function separate I 
And such too is the soul of man ^* 
He, who would its mistery scan , 
With his vain anatomy , 
May cut, and analyce, and jtry 
On his knifespoint the soul to fix. 
As Doubt upon the Crucifix 
Did Christ, yet allinvain, for Soul 
Is felt and known but as a Whole: 
And all that he can hope to find , 
This vain blindleader of the blind. 
Is but the shell, from whence the mind, 
Hath fled to the Immensity 
Of its own home. Eternity! 
But he who seeks the Oracle, 
Where alone 'tis wont to dwell, 
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In f.Iie boundless living Whole ^ 

Unto liim the human Soul> 

Be it in I be breast of man , 

Or iia Nature's sublime plan, 

(For by one sabe spirit they 

Are upheld and linked for aye:) 

Shall make clear and full reply , 

Authentic tidings from on higk. 

Imparting warnings, ho^y fears, 

Visions as of olden seers , | 

Thiro' the changing mists of Time, 

Glimpses of a sunnier Clime: 

Snatches of far Melody, 

Dying in th' Immensity 

Of those realms beyond our thought , 

Whence their music's spell is brought t 

And as to the heedful ear , j 

The shell gives notice full and clear, I 

Of the hollowvaiced Ocean , ,; 

And his tiineunchanged motion , I 

So the soul discourses well , j 

Things which words in vain would tell,. 

Of a farofi world of bliss. 

Whose voice at times is heard in this. 

Answering our souls, as Echo here 

Our body's voice, and not less clear: 

The chain of sympathy around 

All things invisibly is bound: 

And as Earth unto Earth tendeth. 

Spirit still with Spirit blendeth ! 



THE GRAVE. 



Hast thou e'er wept above the grave of those 
Whom Love and Youth's affections bound to thee? 
Or in thy Afteryears , by Memory 
Recalled ucilo the spot, poured out thy woes 
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There where the rank grass of neglect still grows 

As to reproach thine absence silently ? 

Oh how it thrills the heart, that fain would be 

In its wild outburst as the clod that knows 

No sense of being : but as tears gush o'er 

The rank, parched weeds. Contrition 's dew, the stream 

Of passion flows subdued to grief, no more 

Rends the poor heart intwain : oh then 't might seem 

As tho' some voice spoke in that calm, and bore 

Its mission to the soul, unheard before! 

And bade us turn unto the graye, and pray. 

Humbled and meek, as tho' the body there, 

With all Earth's withered hopes and follies, were 

Blent with the dust we love : the grave has aye 

A Spell of Mystery , that stirs the heart 

E'en to its inmost core, where hidden lie 

Thoughts that are not of time, that never die, 

Tho' they be smothered: it can heal the smart 

Of woes immedicable ebewhere: why 

Should we then turn to seek earth's cozening art? 

Lira. 

Is it not written that man 's portion here 
Must be of good and ill, a sojourning 
As in a Passageland, where everything 
That this life offers him must wither, sere 
As Autumnleaves? well were it if the tear 
Wliere shed alone , a holy offering , 
O'er nobler losses; but alas! we cling 
I Unto the fleeting Moment , as it were 

t A rock of Safety in Time's troublous sea . 

Wouldst thou be happy, then submit the Shows 
Of this vain life to the Supremacy 
Of Faith, who can transfigure e'en the throes 
Of the emprisoned Essence , 'till it be 
Sublimed and strengthened by its very woes ! 
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h. M>HG. 



The Greenwood with songs is ringiDg loud. 
The stream , 'neath the wiDg of a passing cloud , 
Is eddying fretful, like child at play, 
\^hen chided, and then it hurries away 
In the bright sunshine, gleesome and glad. 
Like Joy , when cahn Wisdom has touched the sad 
And darkling thoughts into Pleasure's hue. 
Turning our Fancies to channels new; 

Ye Greenwoodbirds, ye Greenwoodbirds , 

Oh tell me what sweet mystery 
Lurks in your notes, that thus, like words 
Of bygone days, they sound to me? 
Is it that in the heart of man , 
The feelings which with life began, 
Tho' gone , still leave their echos there , 
And when ye sing , they from their lair 
Start into life once more? 
.Oh give me of your gentle lore 
But just so much that I may sing^ 
And eharm you on the stirless wing 
As you charm me : 
A touch of your own holy glee, 
Where selfdisturi)ance dwelleth not . 
Nor shadows of past faults to blot 

The stainless page of Memory! 
The Evening calls ye to the nest. 
And bids her 9tar watch o'er your rest. 

Twinkling so softly thro' 
The dewleaves, where your gleesome eyes ^i 

Ar^ closed, and hushed the harmonies, I 

That from your bosoms flow. 
And when the sun 's cloudgilding ray 
Falls on ye, up ye start, and away. 



I 
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To the Greenwood again. 
Thus is your life , £rom day to day, 
A joy and a beauty, a charm for aye. 

With not a shadow of paiu ! 
What silent Wisdom do ye teach 
To us, who, in our Pride, still preach 

Of God's high Word and Grace ; 
We mouthe the blessed Truth, yet ne 'er 
The seed within ourliearts can bear 

Its fruit, or leave a trace . 
For oh! a fretful, stiffnecked Will, 
Is quicker than the thorns to kill. 

And choke the wholesome seed. 
But ye are wise, ye learn, not teach. 
And practice, while we idly preach. 

Of rules ye have no need! 
Ye find a bed neath every leaf. 
Your joy is long, your toil is brief. 

Ye Hue much in shore time f 
Ye bring me sweet, sweet memories. 

Of times when I was e'en 
As ye are, with your gladsome eyes, 

Tho* no more what I *Ve been ! 
Farewell, farewell, ye happy things. 
Oh that I had a pair of wings 

With ye to fly in bliss. 
From this vain scene of cares and fears. 
Where Joy faintsmiles thro' Sorrow's tdan» 

And all but seems, not is! 



all's bight. 



Oh God, with thee whatever is, is right. 
Still will I hold my faith in weal or woe. 
And when it is not given me to know 
Thy boundlessness, when this unaided sight 
May not pierce thro' the mists that lie , like night , 
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Betwixt my glance and Troth , I will not grow 
Fainthearted or Impatient, but will bow 
In humble confidence and hope, and light 
Shall not be then refused me, for thou art 
Allwise , alljost; when least thou seemest nigh. 
Thou 'rt in us and around us : let the smart 
Of suffering touch my spirit then with high. 
Calm revelations , still a contrite heart 
I '11 aSpr thee , all else is mockery. 

The last, faint, rosy Tinge is shot up by 
The Sun into the Clouds , on Ocean's Breast , 
Still as a sleeping Flower, sunk to Best! 
How soft and balmy is the Air! the Sky, 
Startwinkling, spreads like a light veil on high. 
Betwixt our glance and heaven.: from the "West 
The Day's last blush has faded : pure and blest 
As on the primal Eve all Earth doth lie , 
Bound with the eternal chain of Love, which far 
And near extends, linking the loneliest star. 
That sparkles in its Solitude of light 
'Mid Heaven 's blue depths , with the least flowers that are 
Strewn o'er the untrod Wild : oh glorious sight! 
Better than man 's vain lore when read aright! 
This holy Calm can check the idle War 
Of Passions, and, with its so gentle Might, 
Bend , as these Flowers are bent, our Hearts to Prayer ! 

THB WIPB. 

1 . The Lovesmile 's on thy Lip, my dea^, 

And in thy darkblue Eye, 
Yet dimming not, a soft, bright Tear, 
Is melting dewily- 

2. Art thou the same , unaltered now , 

As on the Bridalday, 
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With downcast Eye, and blushing Brow , 
Thou trod'st the Altarway? 

3. Has Time who changes all Things round , 

Wrought not some Change in thee. 
Have Marriagevows been but a Sound, 
And Hope, a Mockery? 

4. Thou art the same, my Heart doth say, 

What tho' brief Flowers die, 
Life's Fruit matures 'neath true Love's Ray, 
And ripens for the Sky. 

5. Thou sworest, with an Altaroath, 

To love and honor me. 
And in thy Life thou hast done both 
In Truth and Honesty. 

6. As Graftboughs, on a nobler Stock, 

Do lose Dlqualities, 
So from thy Heart mine also took 
High Capabilities. 

7. In loving thee, I loved the Truth 

And Virtue clothed to Sight, 
And loving thus, Man feels his Worth 
Increase, 'tis Love's Birthright! 

8. Thy Brow is still as fair to me, 

As in thy Maydayprime, 
Truelove has never Eyes to see 
The Changes wrought by Time. 

9. Thou art Reality to Hope, 

The Wakingday to Youth's wild Di'eams, 
And Fancy, in his Rainbowscope, 

Grasped scarcely more than Factjnow seems ! 
iO. More! no, not half so much as one 
Beat of thy human Breast, 
This gives the Dream a Charm unknown^ 
Itself Worth all the Rest! 
11. Our Hearts have learnt to beat as one. 
And when thou think'st on me. 



238 MlSCRLLAHBOnS PlBCIS. 

It 18 but as an echoing Tone 
Of what I think of thee , 
1 2. And as we near our Journeysend, 
We '11 fling all Fears away. 
Death shall light Hymen's Torch^ and lend 
It Strength to barn for aye! 

EARLY MOHHIHG. 

Yon' lazy Clouds are touched, and as with a 
Soft , sleepy Light they kindle , rent into 
Transparent Fragments: stirless lies the Dew- 
Drop on each Leaf, as if the waking Day 
Held in his Breath, still loth to scare away 
Those Clouds, which, like to Dreams fantastic, strew 
The eastern Sky: in Masses Objects thro' 
The glittering Mists loom out: there. Mountains grey. 
Whose Peaks gleam clear above: here, Woods in one 
Broad Shade, Hue blent with Hue, and Tree with Tree 
Oh Fancy stay those Clouds, and bid yon' Sun 
Shine ever on them thus, let nothing be 
Resolved into its Elements , that on 
The Vision I may gaze, and when I see 
It still unaltered , think that over me 
No Change has passed, that Time** a Dream alone! 

HAPP1HB8S. 

The happiest Man, my Friend, in this dark World, 
Who bears the Evil best , and thus inclines 
The Gods to smile on him : when we are froe 
From Selfdisturbance and Selftreachery, 
At one within ourselves, oh then we 6ght 
Righthanded and righthearted: 'tis a Cause 
In which we are ennobled, and the Strife 
Itself is Gain: for Man has but one Foe, 
And that the worst, himself! and tho' no Wreath 
Time bind upon our Brows ^ for Congests yain. 
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Where nought is won, and most is put at Stake, 

Our Peace of Mind, yet are we rich at Heart ; 

For Faith with Seifcontent her Sabbath thQre 

Has made : and all our calm Affections bend 

Thither , as Fruits to the riperaying Sun , 

Drawing their Health and Dnrableness thence: 

Nor is our Virtue less a Gain-, tho' here 

Below, it reap no vain Reward of Wealth, 

No fickle Smiles of Fortune : these are but 

A Recompense to such as value them , 

( And poor is he whom they can recompense : ) 

They worship but the empty Shows of Things, 

Not the eternal Essence , which, in them 

Belied, is an avenging Presence , not 

The godlike Truth, that moulds them to the Shape 

And Likeness of Immortals! other Meed 

And fitter Recompense the Deity 

To such accords : the Consciousness Worth, 

That on the weekday Strife of this brief Scene 

Can shed a Sabbathpeace , a Confidence, 

And Selfrespect, which neither Hope delayed. 

Nor venomlipped Hate, nor Calumny, 

Backsliding Friends , nor anyother Shape 

Of 111 can undermine or shake ! 

LIFB : 

lilan 's life is as a torrent that flows on 
Its barren bed all chafed and frettingly , 
Fuming and foaming o'er the stones that lie 
In its unquiet track : his Course is run 
'Mid fretting hopes and fears, that one by one 
Wear the heartspeace away, and dim the eye. 
As streams mine out their banks: some gilded. Lie, 
Wealth, Fame , Ambition, Power, which when won 
Yields no Fruition , save a feverish Joy, 
That bursts in Foam, and on the barren shore 
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Of Disappointment breaks, still hovers o'er 
His cradle to his grave : a greyhaired boy. 
He standi upon the brink , nor dreams before 
The Edgeearth crumbles in , that life's no more! 

Pluck the stillgnawing thought from out thy heart, 
Forget thyself awhile , and turn thine eye 
Unto the varied forms, that round thee lie. 
Of pure and sinless happiness; each part 
Whispers a holy calm, which doth impart 
A sense of some deep Presence ever nigh , 
Felt, like the wind , tho' viewless: nor would I 
Exchange the eloquent silence , the dumb art 
Witli which kind Nature woos me to her breast. 
For all the finespun rules Philosophy 
Weaves in her flimsy web: her everblest. 
Eternal smile, reproving silently. 
Contrasts our petty momentgriefs : her rest 
Is a calm ceiitralpeace diffused outwardly! 

VUICB. 

Venice , the Past's dark shadow on thy brow 

Of Sadness, veillike, rests! so the shroud lies 

Above a recent corpse : yet still the ties 

Of gratitude, the thoughts of what we owe 

To thee and thine, forbid that thou should 'st know 

The fate of meaner things : the heart denies 

Thy name to cold Forgetfulness, and tries 

To make the Past a Future, and to throw 

Above thy Sunset the rich hues which speak. 

Of a more brilliant Dawn ! thy name evokes 

Shadows of might and glory, and unlocks 

A World : but now thy light is dim and weak. 

And the shipcradling billow proudly rocks 

No fleets of thine: thusFate, where Envy fails^wiU shake! 
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KB1KBFALL8 BY 8V^-AMD-M0OHLI0BT. 

1 . How gloriously it comes dashing od , 
As absolute in its lone Majesty 

As is the deepvoiced Thunder, flashing by. 
Dazzling the Eye and Brain! the parting Sun 
Has wove the Spray in Rainbowhues that run 
Like a Triumphalarch, where Phantasy 
On winged Step may tread, and fearless eye 
The seething Gulf below! and now 'tis gone. 
And now in Beauty it appearssagain , 
Like Bliss wrung out from mortal Sense of Pain! 

2. See how the flashing Waters foam along, 
Bursting the sullen Calm , in which but late 
I'hey seemed to slumber, with a Bound, like Hate 
Springing upon his Victim , and among 

The jagged Rocks below , as with a Song 

Of Triomph, hurry onwards and abate 

Their Fury , in the Distance, to a State 

Of calmed Agitation — what a Throng 

Of Thoughts such Scenes awake within the Breast 

That seeks to lay a weary Heart at Rest 

'Mid Nature's Tumult : for this deafening Roar 

Of maddened Waters, can, methinks, arrest 

All other Thoughts, drawn from the inmost Core 

Into their Stream, like Bubbles on its Breast! 

3. Thn Moon is up, and e'en the Cataract's Pain 
And Torture seem beneath the Smile she flings 

To grow more calm and hushed! thus Love's Glance brings 
Balm to the bruised Heart , tho' still in vain 
All Grief she would obliterate . now sings 
The merry Nightingale, from Tree to Tree, 
Flooding the Earth and Air with Harmony , 
Essence of Bliss, no Reflex of past Years, 

Vol II 1 6 
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A Moment's feverish Joy, but holy Glee, 
Exuberant Innocence of Heart , that fears 
No Diminution, nor can saddened be! 

4. How holil^ the soft Moon 's silver Light 
Falls on the boiling Waves, that foam below ,. 
Aft if with calm Composure on her Brow 

She chid their Fret and Fever: oh how bright. 

Unutterably dazzling to the Sight, 

The paley Foam that o er the Edge doth flow 

Of the halfmoon shaped Rocks, until it grow 

Into a white Flaroewreath, and from its Height 

Melts off in Silverflakes, like Snow! the Sky, 

Studded with clustering Stars, within the Stream 

Floats undulating; might not Fancy deem 

That the bright Heavens glided swiftly by, 

Kent into glittering Fragments, Beam on Beam , 

And Star on Star„ 'till lost 'mid Spray unto the Eye? 

5. O God , how glorious are thy Works, how fair 
In everrarying Beauty! I could gaze 

Upon this Scene for ever, in a Maze 
Of sweetentangled Thoughts, which seem to share 
The Colors, Sights, and Sounds, that on the Air 
And Waters float; amid a silver Haze, 
As thro' a gauzelike Veil , the Forms we trace 
Of Rocks and Trees , and the soft Breezes be*r 
The Music of their dewy Leaves, the low 
And gentle Breathing of the Birds at Nest, 
And the glad Things that on the Sward below 
Take their due Share of (indisturbed Rest, 
With which kind Nature seals up every Woe, 
As each lies hushed on its great Mother's Breast! 

THE GRiVE. 

Behold yon Graye, that in the golden Light 
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Of the slowsinking Sun is steep 'd so fair! 

The Flowers , growing on it, by the Air 

Are scarcely stirred, and to the miising Sight, 

By Nature's self thus taught to read aright 

The Forms of Being, it seems as it were 

Selected by the Elements, that there 

Some holy Wonder of their gentle Might 

May 6tliest be displayed! it is indeed 

A Type of perfect Best : and as it lies 

So calm and still, e'en superstitious Dread 

Smiles at itself, and all the Calumnies 

Which sadden o'er the Grave; then be thou wise, 

And by the Light of Nature learn to read, 

(For thus alone thou canst) her Mysteries! 

She herself explains all Things : let her lead 

Thee then into the Temple — > if thine Eyes, 

And Ears , and Heart , be open , thou canst need 

Nought else: to such the Oracle replies! 

TBB WOBLD. 

Like to an Alabastervase , made by 
The Light within transparent, even so 
Is this vast World , whence ceaselessly doth flow 
The Light of God on Faith's calm , ample Eye! 
Like a clear Diamond , everlastingly 
Sparkling and flashing with an inward Glow, 
And which, reflected by the Soul, will tbrow 
Into it Light direct from the Mostbigh! 
God looks on us from everything, if we 
Have but the Power him in all to see : 
And to that End naught else is requisite. 
Save that as one with him we /eel and be ; 
Thus having in ourselves His divine Light, 
We cannot fail to read His Works aright! 
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LOVB. 

The Heart Las need of Love, 'tis the pure Air, 
The vital Air, ou which the Spirit lives 
And breathes; and all the Honey that it hives. 
Like that of the Sardinian Bee, must bear 
Some taint of earthly bitterness, if there 
Ltove his diviner Sweets mix not! Heart strives 
To blend with Heart, and baffled, but survives 
To a dull sense of being, thus to wear 
And turn upon itself in agony! 
Life stagnates, like a dammed up stream, instead 
Of flowing sweetly on , and passes by 
Waste, unproductive, like a vile, rank weed. 
Man may not live unto himself alone 
And not call down a curse : for God has said , 
a Increase and multiply » : the Heart must wed 
Another Heart, for happiness is won. 
E'en as the body's ofi&pring, not from one. 
But union of two: and it doth need 
Community and intercourse to feed 
Its holy flame , which else dies out anon ! 

fubbdom: oh tbb fibst fbehcb revolutioii. 

Ye fools! that rend the calm and silent air 
With insane noise , and shouts of Liberty ; 
The thrall today tomorrow cannot be 
A freeman, still the shackles must he bear 
Within his soul, tho' from his limbs they are 
By the brute hand of Force struck off. think ye 
That in one brief and noisy hour the tree 
Of Freedom flourishes? oh never were 
Her golden fruits plucked by the budden hand 
Of Violence, they ripen gradually ! 
And never were her divine features scanned 
'Mid Passion 's Chaos j with calm Majesty 
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She snaps the sword and treads out the firebrand. 
For of brute means she scorns the ministry! 



TO F. L. 



Shall the rude enmity of Time consign 
Stjch features to forgetful apathy? 
Dim the soft lustre of that starry Eye, 
Wherein so much of Heaven's light doth shine. 
Or mix those ringlets with the dust , that twine 
Their rich profusion unrestrainedly^ 
O'er thy fair brow? what tho' each charm should die , 
Each beauty wither , and to Earth resign 
The tints, the hues , the forms , which every bright 
And loveliest thing had lent thee; still the Might, 
The starry Lustre of thy cloudless Eyes, 
Time shall not dim: these with the source of light 
And truth shall mingle, and thy spirit rise. 
Like dewdrop from the flower, exhaled to purer Skies ! 



DA.NTB . 



' Hail, Eaglebard, that on thy fearless wings 

Bear'st Heaven 's Judgmenlfire , and from on high 

Swoop 'st down the dread abyss , where howling lie 

The damned, whose throes thy aweful Poem^sings, 

Awards, and measures out! before thee kings 

And nations pass, like stern Reality, 

Thyself the dread Minos whose firmset Eye 

Strikes terror thro' the guilty Throng; Hell rings 

With sullen shrieks of Woe , and grim Despair, 

The Maniac, thence pale, trembling Hope doth scare I 

Dante ! what mighty Task was thine, to be 

The Deity on Earth , in his stead there 

To punish and reward , to bind and free ! 

Yet if allmighty Genius might share 

Allmighty Power « not ill such task befitted thee! 



246 



MISCBLLANBOCS PIBCB9. 



TO AH OLD HOHBSOVG. 



1 . Oh ftweet, aweet Music of the Past , 
Sweet Voice of early Days , 
How much of Joy and Pain thou hast. 
How much dwells in thy Lays! 
X Let others lend the outward Ear 
To newmade Fancy songs , 
But let me still thy Music hear. 
Which to the^ Heart belongs . 
5. Time robs thee not, but to thee lends 
Tones of old Melody, 
And mellowing , with thy Music blends 
Thoughts, Hopes', that cannot die. 

4. He makes thee as a holy Thing , 

And when we hear thy Lays, 
Our Hearts grow as a Child 's again , 
Full of those early Days! 

5. Unconsci'ousljr at Eventide 

Thy Words steal to the Tongue , 
For in the deep Heart doth abide 
The Spirit of thy Song! 

6. Voiceing itself by Words alone 

To which Time gives a Power 
Of ampler Utterance , unknown 
To those framed for the Hour! 

7. For they are Words which human Fears 

And Hopes have holy made. 
Of which each as its Portion bears 
A Spell that cannot fade . 

8. Thee by the mossy Graves we sing , 

Where Voices, silent long. 
Awake from their deep Slumbering, 
And mingle with thy Song! 
9 But fare thee well , thou sweet, aweet Strain j 
Thou Voice of early Years, 
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Thou fill 'st my timedim Eyes again 
With Childhood 'a blessed Tears! 
f 0. The bygone Heart beats in my Breast : 
And what are we but as 
The Sean within u* , grieved or blest? 
Thus I am what I wasJ 



SLEICP. 



1. Oh Sleep, oh Blessedness! come, sprinkle thou 
My feverparched lips with freshest dew 

Of thy Lethean Wreath ; pluck me a Bough 
Of the song&bled Fruitage^ which erst grew 
In that imagined Isle, by Atlas-wave 
Kept sacred: so my pale cheek shall once more 
Be pleasureflitshed : and on my eyelids squeeze 
Thy drops of sweet Forgetfulness^ I crave 

No vulgar boon , nought save 
That thou wouldst give me back the days of yore. 
When sense was bliss, and Earth's least sight could please! 

2. I am a child again ! the pleasant dew 
Lies on the grass and flowers, yet untrod. 

Those drops, which, once trod on, naught can renew: 

And Echo , like the Voice of some high God, 
Comes on my ear; it is enough for me. 
To feel these things, I would not seek to know 
The why or wherefore; for what can I learn 

From proud Philosophy, 
Who lifts the veil from Nature's holy Brow, 
And shows a Skeleton by brute Springs made to turn? 

3. Pleasure grows on the Earth, like its Wildflowers, 
Who will , may gather them , and twine a wreath 

For unoffending brows; the passing hours 
Are winged with Joy, but he who sees beneath 
Each bloom a sleeping snake ^ he is the thrall 
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Of melancholy Thought, and he will find 

The 111 he fears: his Fear a worse 111 is ! n, 

Joy dwells in great and small , 
'Tis in ourselves, a Light from out the mind. 
And bubblelike, the World gives back but this ! 

4* Oh Sleep! thou lea vest me: delicious dream! 

Or why should I not say reality? 
Have I not been in blessedness? a stream 

Poured back to its pure Springhead ia the sky^ ! 
Aye! let the proud Philosopher exclaim , 
« Tis but a dream! » aye! let him kU£ the bee. 
To thus dissect its honey bag ! yet if 
A Dream can give back Youth, set free 
From cares that ^uli the Pulse of waking Life, 

Reality's by far the idler Name! 

MOUNTlllfTORBeUT . 

This cloudborn Stream , cradled 'mid Mists and Snows, 
Whose Lullaby, the Wind, a rude Nurse, sings, 
'Till, like a foaming Steed, itself it flings 
From Rock to Rock , with Impetus that knows 
No salutary Check , here onward flows 
In calmer Beauty, and the Flower springs 
Round its moist Marge, whose soft Meanderings, 
Leading thro' Greenwoodnooks and under Brows 
Of overhanging Crags, with Ivy grown , 
Might tempt the Naiad to her Noontidesleep! 
Its Course resembles and instructs Man's own: 
In its vain Tumult it was loud, not deep , 
And on its Brink, no Flower as yet had blown. 
But here its calmer Path with all sweet Things is strown^ 

AGAINST ABSURD AND UNJUST P1USJUDIC8S . 

1. Why Bastard? wherefore should ^e then disclaim 
Relationship with him? in what Sense i& 
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He Bastard, pray ? is God uot as much his 
Father as yours? aad if Godhy that Name 
Proclaims him his own Child, shall j^e feel Shame 
To call him Brother? hut if ye do this. 
Ye are the Bastards, atid , as such , must miss 
Your Portion of that Love , which , in the same 
Degree , all , all His Children share in , yea! 
The very meanest! for how can yjS be 
Hi's Children without Love? for is not he 
Love itself? were ye then His Children, pray. 
Must ye net in this be like Him? must ye 
Not fy Loye your divine Descent display? 

2. God casts off none, not e'en the Sinner! no! 
But opens wide his Arms, will he but say, 
« .Our Father which art in Heaven , » thus to show 
His Penitence! and wilt thou thrust away. 
Thou scornful Heart and hardened! that which may 
Lie even in God's Bosom? then take Heed 
Lest he too thrust thee from Him in thy Need! 
For thou hast cast Him off, in casting Love 
Aside, for he i* Love! and without this. 
None, none can enter Heav'n! forHeav'n is 
But Love , be it on Earth , or up above! 
And both alike, thro Unlove, thou must miss! 

CHARITY . 

Hast thou e'er loved, or for thy human Brow 
Wove that best Wreath, of kindly Charities, 
Which, with perpetual Spring, 'neath rudest Skies 
And polar Snows , will bloom , as bright as tho' 
'Twere cheered by southern Sun's ne'erwintering Glow? 
Hast thou e 'er plucked the Thorn that gnawing lies 
In Sorrow's Heart, or with soft Sympathies\ 
Bound round Life's blighted Tree, and bade to grow 
Again the crushed and trailing Tendrils , which 
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The Storm had beat to Earth, orheedlesly 
Some rude Step bruised, not sought to raise again? 
If thou hast loyed such deeds , then art thou rich 
Beyond all Wealth, and happy, for if by 
These. Means it be not won, thy Search is vain! 

The great Man , tho' aboye his Fellows he 
May tower like a God, stands meek before 
His Maker as an Infant! yea! the more 
He in his Wisdom near to God may be , 
The vast Space but the clearer will he see 
Which parts them still ; he cannot pluck a Flower, 
A Dayseye from the Grass , and not adore 
Therein the Masterhand that framed it! the 
Worst Ills of Life embitter not his Mind, 
Nor make the godlike Eye within him blind! 
He cannot doubt a Moment, for that would 
Be the most hitter 111 of all which could 
Befall him , since he 'd cease to be thereby 
Hie godlike which he is! and how, how should 
He doubt that, for that would be to belie 
Himself, a willful Putting-out the Eye 
Ot Reason: but as he sees bjr it, this 
Can never be! and Reason is not bis. 
But God*s Eye likewise ! and therefore he, who 
Sees with it, must see godlike, must see true: 
And, seeing so, will estimate aright 
That chiefest Good, and hold all others light 
Compared with it, the Godlike, which he is 
And feels, Man's highest /^uf/ , Recompense, und Bliss! 

FALSE GLORT. 

1. Fame, Power, Gain, Conquest, every specious Name 
With which Men gild those Objects here below 
Of such loud Prayers and Hoj>es, as they do grow 
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From rank and unproned Wishes , naught save Shame 

And Disappointment fruit: if Folly sow. 

Destruction 'js Sickle will the Harvest mowl 

Poised on his giant Wing of Ages, o'er 

Life's changeful Scene Time flies, at every Sweep 

The Dust of dull Oblivion piling deep 

On Crowns and Sceptres, and the Pomp of Yore, 

Shattered beneath his kingdomcrushing Step! 

• 

2. Empires from out the Dust of Empires spring. 
Unborn, undying Substance, still the same. 

Yet everchanging, purg'd by penal Flame, 
And scourging IVIiseries, due to Crimes that bring 
A Curse of Vengeance on their bloodstained Wing , 
And call from Earth to Heaven, on the Name 
Of watchful Justice : and as if there came 
A Voice from out their Depths, the Heavens ring 
In Answer , tho' to Man 's untuned Ear, 
Tis allunheard , or seems but lost in Air: 
Whereat he laugheth to himself, in Scorn 
Hardening his Heart — but Heaven , quick to hear , 
Shall register, and of Time's Fullness bom. 
Vengeance shall smite him, and his Pride be shorn! 

3. For God, allwise, alljust, whose boundless Si^ht 
Can grasp the vast and dread Immensity 

Of Worlds unborn, to whom all Space is nigh. 
All Times are « Now, » deigns not to stoop his Might 
To crush Sin's mightiest ones, but to the Blight 
Of their own evil Counsels leaves them , by 
Tiieir own Snares caught at last, a Mockery 
And Byeword to all Time ! when at the Height 
And ^elfo 'erbal&nced Summit of his Power, 
(For with allmeasuring Compass evernigh. 
Wisdom marks out to future Worlds their Hour 
And Space unto a Hair, as easily 
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As she congeals the Snowflake, or on high 

Oathers the Clouds ^ or paints Earth 's tiniest Flower , } 

4. When at the topmost Aim, and fullest Swing 
Of his permitted Licence,, Crime shall bite 

The Dust he spurns, hurled from his dazzling Height 

By the same Whirlwind whose so sudden Wing 

Had borne him thither from Men's wondering Sight! 

When Time is ripe, the Elements of Light 

Bestir their Agencies, and gathering. 

Like Summerihunderclouds surcharged with Fire, 

The good and evil Principles in dire. 

But brief, Collision hurtle, 'till once more 

The moral Atmosphere be as before. 

5. For Light and Truth are in their Nature free 
From Contact and Contamination: tho' 

The Powers of Hell were leagued to lay them low» 

They mount direct, in stainless Purity, 

As purer Flames from gross, and join the Sky j 

While Evil, like the Thundercloud below 

On downward and earthladen Wing, can show 

Wrath but to kindred Matter, that may be 

Corrupted like itself, and wreaks its Ire 

On the Earth's prone and sinpolluted Breast , 

Strewn with its base^ material Bolts, the Fire 

Stolen from grosser Elements , opprest 

By its own Earthliness, and in the Mire, 

From which 't was drawn , soon spent: thus Earth has Rest 1 

The Spirit of eternal Wisdom o 'er 

The troublous Waves of Time pursues his Flight, 

Gathering the Thought of Ages, while the Light 

Of Truth falls on his bright Wings more and more! 

Empires have crumbled, like sere Leaves, and save 

The pregnant Moral speaking from their Grave , 

What Truths have thence enriched Man's slowhiv 'd Lore ? 
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6. Time's mighty Panorama still moves on , 
A Dream of Ages: Empires, Cities, Kings, 
Ambition's Triomphs, Pride's vain Boasts, are Tilings 
"Which pass away , like Clouds that with the Sun , 
In Thunderfragment.8 rent , when Day is done , 
Sink in the Womb of Night, which Morn back brings. 
Moulded to other Semblance: thus Time rings 
His mighty Changes, 'till his Race be run! 
Phantom succeedeth Phantom , Shadow Shade, 
Coming we know not whence , and pass we know 
Not where or how, like Sounds the Wind has made. 
Dying in boundless Space: the Strife, the Woe, 
The Crimes and Pomps of Ages fleet, and lo! 
Time's gone—- Eternity is in4fis Stead! 

KmK8TBAI>»-ABBBY . 

Art thou lonetowering wall, whose stormbeat brow 
The darkplumed ravens make their airy Nest, 
The soleremaining remnant to attest 
The Might and Majesty which here lie low? 
Wild Flowers and the Ivy's leaves o 'er grow 
Thy oncecloudcleaving Towers: all is rest 
Around, as tho' deep into Nature's breast 
The Spirit of Religion , which once threw 
Its charm o'er thee, had sunk, thus blent again 
With her calm heart! to us , who live alone 
In the Soul's Essence , Time destroys in Vain: 
We can create anew, recall the tone, 
Whose echos sleep mid these old stones , the strain 
Of choral hymns, and bid past scenes be shown! 

OH k WATEBFALL , SEEK FROM k GLBSSTBEAM, BOBS OF THE SAVE. 

Seest thou yon' far off waterfall , which flows. 
Yet seems airfixt immoveably? the ear 
Its loud, rockshatteriug foamstep cannot hear. 
By Distance spellbound: even so Youth shows 
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To Wisdom's sobered eye, that grows, and grows , 

To that calm Mood from which nor Hope nor Fear 

Of passing Nothings claim one tributary Tear! 

Youth's noisy moments. Fancy's selfsought woes. 

The World's vain temptings, loudvoiced promises. 

Seen thro' the Vista of departed days. 

Are like yon' waterfall; while at a wise 

And sober distance, thro' the soothing ways 

Of selfcontent. Life's now calm stream supplies 

With quiet Strength all that around it lies. 

Like thissweet brook,tho' born ofyon' wild Cataract's sprays ! 

TO W4SBIH0T0N 

Ambition 's gilded baits , the fleeting reek 
Of popular favor, thou didst alldespise. 
And Power among her greedy Votaries 
Numbered not thee, her heartless ones, who seek 
Their own weal not the common , whom the weak 
And fickle herd bows down before as to 
Its benefactors, 'till the chain be so 
By Custom rivetted no force can break. 
Unless by such as thee the way be shown : 
The nations, with one voice of praise, hail'd thee 
Their true deliverer , and Liberty 
Knelt in thy path to bless thee ! we do own 
Thy Name an Inspiration, that alone 
Might be a Talisman of Victory ! 

HEARTKROWLBDOB . 

O God! what tho' from thine allseeing eye 
The consciencehaunted Sinner shrinks in fear , 
Yet to the injured man , whose breast is dear, 
*Tis sweet to think that thou art evernigh. 
His one sure friend-, that thou unerringly 
Canst read th^ heart, and trace the sudden tear 
To its true source « when Malice will not hear. 
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And Calumny cuts off from sympathy: 
Our actions may be misinterpreted^ 
False motives urged, good blackened into ill. 
And proud Philosophy at best can read 
The changeful features with a ^kindeep skill; 
Can a few lines , traced by years longsince fled , 
Make known the inmost Movings of the Will? 



2. Dull Fools! the Heart has deeper mysteries 
Than may be pierced by philosophic ken , 
It is not made to b^at, as Pedantspen 
Propounds fine rules and sounding theories ; 
Nor can we regulate it as we please , 
Like the timesplitting watch, still Joy and Pain 
Disturb and make our calculations vain : 
And Malice, busy Fiend, tho' she have eyes 
Far sharperken'd than dull Philosophy, 
Yet sees all thro' the medium of Hate ; 
'Tis God alone who knows the when and why. 
How Hope and Fear the heart's poor fibres try , 
The sufferings which Follies must create. 
Which, while they blame, the Good commiserate. 

/ HISTOET. 

If thou'rt welloracled- in History, 
If thou look'st 'neath the surface, to the Soul 
That animates, upholds, and moves the Whole, 
If thou hast traced the vast machinery 
Of moral causes to its source on high. 
Then wilt thou ask no palpable miracle 
To show thee that whioh thou canst prove as well 
By weekdaylife's familiar agency \ 
All seems Confusion to the Sceptic's sight. 
For still he wants the inwardguiding light : 
ffe dwells not in the Harmony of things , 
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And therefore cajinot read their forms ari^t : 
Tis Faith alone who gives to Reason wings 
To view the mighty Maze from a doe he^t! 
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1 . Are these the grand results , which Centuries 
Of toil and crime , which conquerors and kings 
Have built up to their glory? fleeting things 
That fide almost beneath their maker's Eyes, 

For soul and worth are wauling! who replies? 
From the Past's Ruins a stem Voice . « Time bfings 
All Deeds ^ Names, Works, to Proof, with errless win^ 
Winnows the true from false , and onward flies. 
Bearing the good towards Eternity , 
While, like to withered leaves, the evil die! 

2. And what is this dull Present, which e'ett now. 
E'en as I think and speak, has ceased to be? 
Which is, and is not, like a cunning Lie 

Made but to cheat and cozen fools! e'en so. 

By this the grave and cradle touch, as tho' 

The Interval were but a Mockery, 

A Moment's feverish Dream , where the Mindseye 

Dwells on a Phantomtrain , which straight below 

Th' horizon of another life in fears 

And mystery is lost, where keenest sight 

Discerns no track : the torch that Reason bears 

But telb us that we stray , yet sets not right; 

Wc live not when we should, the Past with T«ars 

We mourn, the Present for the Future slight. 

Whose dim veil Hope lifts with a Throb of fear : 

For when we turn unto the Past and raise 

Time's Pall, a Skeleton alone is there. 

And from the hollow JTaws a Voice that says 

To Fancy, such shall be the Future, fair 

In Prospect, but in Retrospect, like me : 'ti6]where? 
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. 3. Like to a giddy Child , that hears no more 
The warning voice, but hurries headlong on. 
Lured by some fly that sparkles in the sun 
Above the daiigerous brink, e'en so before 
The fuUgrown Child Hope dances with her store 
Of bright Illusions, 'till Life's Game be done. 
Shaped to his thoughts and wishes : one by one 
The Present 's slighted moments steal , and o'er 
The treacherous brink of dread Eternity 
His heedless foot is stretched, and on the air 
\\h arms are flung, to clasp the gilded Lie 
Which Hope still offers to his cheated eye! 
It fades, he sees th' AByss, in wild despair 
To the lost Past he looks, ihen sinks for ever there! 
And sounds as of the damned ring in his ear. 
While Memory, like the lightning thro' the night. 
Scattering the gloom , e^okes unto his sight 
Life's spectretrain , the deeds of doubt and fear. 
The moments lost, the cradle and the bier! 

BHOVEHSBS . 

1. Thanks, thanks, great God, Part of my Task is done, 
The Labourer in thy Vineyard now may rest 
Awhile, and if the Thonght that I my Best 
Have essayed can reward, then want I none! 
The Harp is now laid by , to gather Tone 
And Strength, yet ready at the least Behest 
Of divine Love , to plead still for opprest 
And suffering Humanity — this one 
Great Thought slill prompts me, still doth it impart , 
High Revelations : 'tis God's Voice, and oft 
It seems to come direct from upaloft, 
Now pealing with the Thunder, 'till I start 
Like Prophet from his Visions , and now soft 
As a Babe's Lisp, pressed to his Mother's Heart! 
f^oL IL 1 7 
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Yet mightier far in his least Cry than in 
The rolling Thunder's heaven cleaving Din I 

2. And as my Lyre first awoke for thee , 
Sublimest Spirit of Humanity! 
With that best Inspiration which must come 
Fresh from the Heart, and finds in all a Home, 
So let thy Spirit prompt the Closingstrain , 
Be thou but here, all other Muse is vain. 
The fabled Hoof of Pegasus could make 
The Poetsfountain from the hard Rock break. 
But deeper, from Man's universal Heart, 
The living Poesy of Life must start! 

3. And now, like Lark, spftdropping from the Sky,. 
My Song must fold its Wings, and silent lie , 
As Flower closing with the Eveningstar; 
But tho* it »oar^ the Godlike is not far 
From its low Nest in Earth* a familiar Lapf 
No not one Tittle further than the Sap 
Is from the Blossom, or than God i$ from 
The Goodman s Heart! there is no need to roam , 
For God is with us here, as up above , 
Yea! «/i u^, if we do but live by Love ! 

4. Th&afeel it so, and the least Flow«r, that Ue» 
Before thee, will in its own silent Way 
So touch thee, that the Tears shall fill thine Eyes, 
And thou wilt kneel down by its Side to pray ! 
Yea I 'till the Bird's least Note, or Babe's least Cry 
Will wake up Nature's boundless Harmony , 
Now gliding o'er the Eath, now pealing far 
Thro* Heaven's blue Depths, from hymning Star to Star! 
It is the Heart first opens all the Ear! 
Then do but feel, ^mdi thou 'It not fail to heatt 
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S. Now lay my Yerse aside, and turn again 
To Weekdaylife, and if not allinyain 
I*ve struck the Chords, then often wilt thou catch. 
Amid its harshest Sounds, some divine Snatch 
Of Melody, some Chancenote of my Strain 
Will, ever and anon , hreak on thine Ear, 
Recalling this poor Verse, made haply dear 
For Nature's sake, else littleworth indeed , 
Lasting thro* her, for that grows never sere 
Which with her Forms is. linked ! yes, thou shalt hear 
Heartreaching Music, if thou wilt give Heed, 
Oft, like the Cricket's Chirrup, where thou ne'er 
Wouldst have expected it; first faint and dim. 
But straight upswelling to a mighty Hymn! 
Strike hut one Note , and then thine Ear shall by 
The whole deep Music of Humanity 
Be ravished , and if I have done but this , 
Enough is done, the Rest thou canst not miss! 
Then shaft thou hearybr other Lyre than mine , 
A mightier Lyre , and touched by Hand divine. 
Of which the Hearts of all Men are the Strings, 
Filling the wide World with its Murmurings ! 
This shalt thou hear, nay, with thy mortal Hand 
Shalt play thereon, and have at thy Command 
The Stops of all its wondrous Harmonies ! 
But first thjr own Heart must be tuned-— and to 
That End, go turn to bright Realities 
What here are idle Words : in Actions true 
Embody these poor Thoughts , then wilt thou be 
The Poet, and not I : the Wreath to Thee 
Is due, and from my most unworthy Head 
I pluck it, to adorn thy Brows instead! 
Yes, he, he is the Poet, who can make 
That Life which was but Poetry, who views 
The World, like God, Thro' love clothed in such Hues 
As Landscape ne'er from Fancy's Touch could take! 
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Tbe Seote of human Life , in its most low, 

Utielerated State, to him brings no 

Rude Dhenchantmient of some cherished Dream; 

l*he more awake he is , the more 'twill teem 

Sublime! he woald not dream, not if he ooald. 

For to be quite awake that is the good 

Man 's Priviledge alone ! -— awake unio 

And with God, labouring Bit Will to do; 

This is to be awake in godlike Wi^e^ • 

And who would mix vain Dreams , or close his Eyes 

But for a Moment? since where can he be 

So well as in God's Presence, or what see 

More lovely than the waking Eye looks on? 

For God is in all Things, 'tis him alone 

They glorify, and Him recall to Mind! 

And who would lose the Conscioutneas of Him ^ 

Tho' but for one least Moment? then grows dim 

The Eye, and dull the Heart , and we are blind! 

Awake thou then with thy whole Heart and Eye, 

Feel and see nought but God eternalfy- ^ 

This is the godlike Way of seeing, this 

Likens thee unto God, and makes thine Eye as Hi$! 
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LAMENT 

FOR LOVE, TAITH, ASO POBSI. 

JVrUten in 1832. 

1 . In all this wide World , not a Thing the Eye 
Dwells on, but taUeth Sweetness from the Heart 
And giveth, 'till 'tis brimmed with Ecstasy, 
Like a rich Beehive , stored from every Part 
Of the Twinrealms of Nature and of Art , 
Wherein , as in a twofold Mirror, we 
Behold all Beauty multiplied , and start 
Back at the Outline, which we therein see. 
Of the Eternal 's Form reflected visibly. 

2. Thus to the Grecian Poet's raptured Sight, 
Each Part of that romantic Landscape, where 
His Breath he drew, grew redolent and bright, 
And fairylifed , and thence his Thoughts so clear. 
And Fancies , like his blue Skies clouded near, 
( In sculptured Verse, and Marble* calm and chaste. 
Hived up ), were drawn . Passions that fret or sear , 
Nor false Refinement, had as yet efi&ced 
The Freshness of the Heart, nor with vain Forms replaced 
3, And secondhand Impressions, the first deep. 
Fresh Movements of the Soul : the natural Ey^ 
Interprets Nature best, not taught to sleep 
O er Pedant's Page, stuffed Specimens, and dry, 
Doll Terms of Art, that Chaff threshed so oft by 
The Flail of sweating Logic, while the Grain 
Is ripening free and strong 'neath Rain and Sky, 
And Nature's vigorous Sons, withMight and Main , 
Are reaping the good Field, which none e'er sow in vain. 
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4. The Heart interprets Nature , not the I^ead : 
Its Yearnings and Affections are the Key 
To many Secrets; thus the Poet, fed 

On Nature's freshest Milk, could clearest see 

The Link 'twixt Things which ever kindred be; 

The Spirit must in spiritual Forms 

Embody its own Essence : to be free 

Still striving, it blends with , and all Things, warms. 

Like Element thro' all it passes , and informs 

5. With its own Consciousness : iu this like Him, 
The mighty Spirit who informs the Whole. 
Unconsciously , and only iu a dim 
Instinctive Way at tirst , the yearning Soul 
Takes after him who made it, as the Mole 
Works upward towards the Light: but Man is no . 
Vain Hieroglyphick, from which Time has stole 
All Meaning, an obscure Inscription, to 

Which no Solution lies, of somii old Tougue laid low ! 

6* Like that on an Etruscan Urn , e'en by 
Tradition's self forgot, to mock the Lore 
Of proud Philosophy, with filmy Eyel 
He is a Part, fresh, living as before , 
Of Nature's living Language: nay, is more: 
Man is the Alphabet by which to know 
The Rest thereof, and he in vain will pore. 
Who learns not this , on Nature 's Volume; no 
True meaning will it have, nor as a Mirror show 

7. The Invisible Things of God— this felt the Greek, 
The Poet, he whose viewless Wings by more 
Than mortal Airs were borne above the Reek 
Of Mammon's Dwellings. He on Rock and Flower, 
O'er bubblebeaded Fount , and fabulous Moor, 
On Bud and Bell, bright Dewdrops shed around 
Of his fcesh Fancy , 'ueath whose spellful Power 
A thousand sweet Shapes rose, whose Voices sound 
In the soft Lapse of Streams, or from the Grove profound. 
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8. Then first the gentle Diyad saw the Day, 
The leafhid Guardian of Wood and Bower, 
Ghaunting mid choral Shade and Bough her Lay, 
But if upon her still and chosen Hour 

Unholy Footing broke, or aught that bore 

Less Sanction than a Poet's Step, sworn to 

Her Kites, then Echo conned her Song no more. 

Tlien with -her Oak the Hamadryad grew. 

And died: coborn, cofading, as true Love should do. 

9. Then first the Nymphs above the moonlit Fount 
Passed with their printless Feet, and sweetened o'er 
The gurgling Waters: or from Dale and Mount 
Responsive Voices rose with gentle Power, 

By Echo syllabled thro' Glade and Bower, 

To charm the willing and quick Ears of those. 

The chosen few , to whose high Faith far moi^ 

Than mortal Music's given, such as rose 

On our first Parents , at the first sweet Evening 's Close! 

10. Earth wore a charmed Life in each fair Part, 
And Spirits sought her Bosom holily: 

The fond Creations of some dreamnursed Heart, 

That drew them from their bright Abodes on high 

To haunt old Wood or Stream , and cherish , by 

Such Commune, those pure Thoughts which ever shun 

The Fret and Fever of Man's Life , and die 

Allhomelessly , like Flowers denied the Sun, 

If tied to this dull Earth's so dusty Track alone. 

11. But are these Fancies wild or waking Bliss ? 
And where between them may the Difierence tie ? 
What we believe is real, and all else is 

As if it were not! so, so bounteously 

Joy's Seeds are sown in our own Heart, that ijr 

Itself unto itself It may be thence 

Sufficient: and thus quick and easily. 

Denied the gros&er Joys and Goods of Sense, 

Draw still a selfderived and lasting Bliss from heoce! 
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20. The Eartli is left , alljoyless, uoendeaied. 
O'er which with sad and weary Steps we go. 
Our Restiogplace the Graye: and that too feared 
As the dai4, drear Abyss, where we can know 
No Visitations of blithe Sanlight, no 

Glad Beatings of the Heart, no Thrill of Ho|«, 
The Tenement of Bones and Darkness! so 
Imagination (loving still to grope 
*Mid Emblems of Decay, within the G)ffin's Scope, 

21. When she should soar into the bright blue Sky, 
Beyond the fleshless scuUsand worms, which here 
Preach better far than both the tongue and eye 
Which filled those hollow Gaps,) hath stationed near 
The Tomb's dark Gates, the very shape of Fear, 

To scare us £rom our own dear Home: when nona 
But a bright Spirit's form should hover there. 
The blessed Angel of Repose alone , 
To whom all secrets of eternal Life are known ! 

22. Why should we shudder on jfche dark Grave's Brink? 
One Step! and we are in Eternity, 

Beyond Earth 's idle Uproar: and we drink 
With our whole Hearing the Sphereliarnoony, 
Wliich oft in Suatches, interrupted by 
The Jar of Passion and discordant Thought, 
Had reached us here below: we close the Eye, 
But for a Moment, and then back is brought. 
More beautiful, the Beautiful which we had sought 

23. On Earth so long, and haply sought in vain: 
More lovely than the Dream which hovered on 
The eyelids of our Youth: for all again 

Shall be restored to us, which, 'neath the Son, 

Has brought the soft Tear to the Eye, or won 

A Recoguition from the throbbing Breast: 

Yea! in the Daikness of the Grave not one 

Sole Trulh is lost: that Darkness is at best 

The Veil which hides the Glory of our place of Rest, 
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24. Lest being suddenly revealed, to sight 
Unfit for such high Glories, it should make 
Us blind and desolate: to read aright 

The mighty Mystery , Faith 's hand must break 

The sea] /and in the unquenched embers wake 

Their wonted and primeval fires: the Grave 

Is not a bottomless Abyss: we quake 

Like children on its brink, because we have 

No Faith, no steady Light to guide us on, none save 

25. That vain Worldwisdom, which, acquired here. 
Has served its turn, unfit to be applied 
Beyond the Limits of its narrow sphere: 

From which the glorious Stars in Heaven hide 

Their radiance: who circling in their wide 

And ample orbits, discourbO to the eye 

And ear wherein high faculties reside 

Music most eloquent: unheeded by 

The herd, whose souls within them allunconscious lie! 

26. The grave alone reknits the holy ties 

Which it hath severed , therefore is it dear ^ 

To Love as unto Faith: no Spectres rise 
From out the fancied gloom, no shapes of Fear: 
To their calm, steady glance, the veil grows clear. 
And they can trace the shapes of coming Bliss, 
The foil of Nature's mighty Glass, which here. 
Like Echo , gives back merely that which i> , 
Falls off, aud all the Spiritworld , unseen from this, 

21' Grows visible: like some fair Landscape shown 
At sunny Distance, from a Mountainsbrow: 
At sight whereof, deep yearnings, which had grown 
More absencestrengthened. gushing sweet, overflow 
The wayworn Pilgrim's soul: as far below 
He sees his quiet Home, embosomed deep 
'Mid tufted trees: and all that he is now. 
And has been , rises on him , past Thoughts leap 
From Memory's HidingplaceS; as from Wiutersleep 
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28 The flowers in Spring, and breathe upon iha air 
The freshness and the bloom of early days, 
When young as they, he sported with them thera 
In Peace and Innocence : the Grave lietrays 
No trusts ,^ no secrets: all that we may place 
Therein, if not corruptible, again 
B«conie;$ our heritage : by Faith's calm rays 
The darkness is dispelled , the sting of Pain 
Plucked out, and scaredall Pbantomsof the coward Brain ! 

29. E en Daalh himself assumes another form. 
In the void sockets shine an Angel's eyes,' 

And for vile fleshless bones where crawls the Mrarm , 
Imperishable plumage of the skies; 
No shaking hand its fearful office plies , 
Dartarmed and lank , but beckoning sweetly on 
He welcomes us : more like to Victory's 
Triumphant shape, than that Scarecrow of bone. 
That Skeleton, the sensual eye of D uibt beholds alone! 

30. But ye are gone, Faith, Love, and Poesy: 
And the dark clouds beneath your skyward flight 
Have closed, and shut all Heaven from our eye; 
No glimpses of pure Ether cheer our sight. 

No Angel bearing your celestial Light 
Upon his Wings, descends in Poet 's dream: 
No Glories burst the Pall of solemn Night, 
Shedding on Prophet 's upraised brow a beam 
From God's own face; no more from out the Rock theatream 
i1. Of Truth, in this Life's Desert, springs, oh Woe! 
Oh Desolation! hark! the Veil is rent 
Intwain, as by th' indignant Godhead; lo! 
The Altarfire by viewless hands is spent. 
And with the ashes each bright spark is blent , 
Lost irrecoverably ; from the Shrine 
Th' indwelling Spirit , which from thence had sent 
Forth Oracles , is fled, and that divine 
And bMutdOtts Temple of high Art must now resign 
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32. Its Sanctity , and he as common Stone, 
Its Pavement ti-odden by unblessed Feet , 
And by unholy hands its Statues thrown 
Dov^n from their Pedestals; the Musesseat, 
Instead of that full Chorus , strong and sweet , 
'Which like an Incense rose , from Voices blent 
In solemn Harmony, that well might greet 
Immortal Hearing, to the merriment 
Of Mammon 's obscene votaries, (thither sent 

35. To place their Idol in the very Shrine 

Where stood the Form of Beauty), echoes now : 
None comprehend the glorious design 
Of that vast Temple, for our souls are so 
Cramped in vain forms , so shackled to these low 
And passing hopes of Earth , that when we see 
The Perfect and Eteme, we no more know 
Or feel their Charm , we have no Sympathy 
Now with the True ; and what is Beauty , if it be 

34. Not Truth? or how can that man recognize 
The forms in which its Presence i&,made known. 
If to its high Proportions he applies 

The measure of his senses? can the Crown, 

That baubles a king's temples, sit well on 

Imagination's ample brow ? can Thought 

Fashion a fitting home in crumbling stone? 

Or can eteme materials be wrought 

"With fire by Inspiration not from Heaven brought? 

35. Alas! for us*, the divine Truth has drawn 
The veil o'er her bright face, lest we should see 
Her beauty , and , not knowing it, should scorn 
And mock Her; Falsehood is our Deity, 

And for our Gospel do we take a lie : 

E'en with our Mothersmilk into our veins 

We such the poison, and our Infancy, 

l»ike a distorted member , ne'er regains 

Its strength, and all that to our Af(erdays remains 
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36. Of those freah Years, so full of Lov6 and Life, 
Of Sap and Promise of all blessed Tbiny , 
Is but a Heritage of Sorrow, rife 
With Evil, but a I^eprosy which clings 
To the sick Soul, and of its sublime Wings 
The Sinews gnawing, rots them to the Core; 
Then no more its immortal Chaunt it sings. 
No longer up the brightblue Sky can soar. 
But tumbling back to Earth, there grovels evermore! 

37' Therefore no High priest for the Temple now 
Is to be found, do Soul that in God's Sight 
Is worthy on his broaJ and sublime Brow , 
The Seal of the Divinity, in bright. 
Unfading Characters, with divine Light 
Engraven , to receive — therefore no more 
The Choir with its long , fair Robes of White, 
Sweeping the Templespavement, as of yore, 
Is to be seen; no Lips that utter divine Lore | 

38. With firetongued Eloquence, like those 
Of Milton, are now heard: no Baphael now 
The Hues of Heaven o'er the Canvass throws. 
Calling the fair Skychildren down, to show 
The Glories of the divine Mansions ; no 
Cathedralpiles embody in their vast 
Proportions an whole People 's Faith , no Glow 
Lingers on Heart or Lip; the Days are past. 

When Failh and Genius, like Twins, abroad would cast 

39. Their Wonderworks, impressing upon all 
They touched the Seal of Immortality! 
Upon each other they no longer call 

For Help and Consolation: to the Sky 

Genius no longer lifts his raptured Eyf , 

No longer with the Chisel doth he wake 

The Marble into Life, Tatith standing by. 

And whispering what Form the Stone should take ! 

No longer from his Pen flow forth the Thoughts that make 
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40. The Universal Heart to beat more strong 

In all its thousand Pulses; on his Ear ' 

No longer steals the far off Angelssong , 

No longer to his Eye there starts a Tear 

Of Rapture, for both Love and Faith are sere, 

Sere as a withered Leaf: thus from the Tree 

Of Life all Verdure falls, the Sap which ere* 

While nourished it is dead, and sad to see. 

E'en as the blighted Fig Christ cursed, will it soon be! 

41. Our Faith is as our Churches, dwarf *d into 
Chapels of Ease, mean, little, paltry, low. 
Embodying the Feeling whence they grew : 
Matters of Pounds and Pence, patched up as tho'. 
In this enlightened Age, Men did not know 
How long Gad might be needed-^ as it were 
Mere Form and mere Convention ; 'twas not ao 
The old Cathedrals towered into Air, 

Men then had Souls to plan andHandsinspiredto dare! 

42. Faith and Imagination held the Line, 
And not the Bricklayer looking for his Hire! 
The Call they answered was a Call divine : 
The least felt something of that sacred Fire 
Which urged the Hand of Milton to the Lyre, 
E'en the Day labourer! and as he wrought 

The brute Stone, still he tgiled for something higher, 
The Hand responding conscious to the Thought, 
Which better than all Rules inspired him and taught! 

43. But Faith is dead. Religion a mere Form : 
In Trifles oft great Change^ best are shown , 
OurCurches must be comfortable, warm 
And matted, and our wordly Pride will own, 

E 'en in God's Sight and kneeling at his Thrqne 
For Pardon, no Community with those 
Who're poorer than ourselves! we pray alone. 
Each in his Pew, which as an Emblem shows. 
By this ito outward Separation, how Wealth throws 
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'44 Like BtrrierB 'twixt Heart aud Hearl! not so 
Of old when by tbe Lord the Poorman took 
His Seat , and a« in Fact , so there was no 
Distinction made! theft iiaply from one Book 
(For genuine Nobleness will ever brook 
Scrcfa Contact, nor lose aught of Grace,) they read , 
As on one Bench they sat : but now we look 
At outward Things , we must not do as Head 
And Heart sublimely prompt, that were, forsooth , illbred! 

45. The Hand must not be stretched out to a poor 
And illclad Friend , e'en tho' his Bosom were 
llie very Shrine of Truth! we must make tun 
That he is dress* d in Fashion, that his Air 

Be modish, else he is unfit to bear 

The Name of Friend! the warm Words mast not start 

Unto the Lip , nor holy Fire dare^ 

To light the Eye , we must take naught to Heart , 

As if naught godlike in Life liad or could have Part ! 

46. We must not even be supposed to know 
A poor Man , tho' he were a Milton , by 
A World not fit to lick the Dust below 

His Feet neglected: who still in God's Eye, 
Eating the Bread of Immortality 
In calm and sublime Confidence , toils on , 
One of his Prophets on some Mission high , 
Whom , like Elijah , ere his Race be done. 
He in a Firecar might fetch back to his Throne! 

47. The Body must be cared for first, end then 
The Soul! we cannot kneel on the cold Stone 
As did oiir Forefathers, good , simple MenI 
They needed no soft Cushions, thought alon« 
Of God , and therefore He too as his own 
Thought of them: for who feels and thinks of naoght 
But God, he to whom this one Thought has grown 
Habitual, he for himself has wrdughe 

Out Go<i/ God then is near, yea! near athisownThouQht! 
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48. Then let all have Him near, yea! near as their 
Own Hearts, by thinking ever on HimI ao 
Will they avoid all HI as if they were 
Led by His own Righthand, but there is no 
« As if J) , it is so really , as all know 
Who ever felt Him : for until the Thought 
OyHim eriforces godlike what we owe 
7o Him, 'tis not the Thought of Him, 'tis naught, 
For by t^a^Thought the Godlike m/45/be surely wrought! 

40. They are as closeconnected as the Rose 
With its own Perfume ; and what can, if this 
Cannot, produce the Godlike, or whence flows 
It then? and if this does not do so, 'tis 
Not the true Thought of God, for that is His 
Own Spirit, His ownselfin us! and He 
Must work the Godlike to be what He is. 
In Himself, Man, the Flower, and the Tree, 
The* the Mode differ 'tis the Godlike equally! 

50. What boots it that we mouthe from Day to Day 
Our Faithprofessions , if we still remain 

Thus hard of Heart? he who believes must lay 

His Sins aside, else his Belief is vain, 

It is not felt , and Feeling can constrain 

Alone to Action^ godlike Feeling to 

Pure, godlike Action*, now , I say again , 

He who believes the Godlike, he must too 

Feel it, and he who feels it must the Godlike do! 

51. What saving Healtli can be in God's own Word 
When we so mince and lisp it, that thus by 
The fashionable Ear it may be heard 
Without a Yawn? when Vice, if decently 
Concealed, must be respected , and if high 

In Station, strong in Purse, may show his Face 
Where Virtue with an illmade Coat would try 
In vain to pass! when e'en God's Worshipplace 
Draws stronger still the Line whichit should first efface! 
f o/. JI. 1 8 



274 LAHEKT, ETC: 

52. But God 18 fust; ia yaia the Rich male their 
Vicariou* Offerings , who scarcely know 

The Name of Sorrow : the unmeaning Prayer 

Scarce reaches the cold Roof, for it has aa. 

No diyine Influence f nor draws below 

As by sublime Constraint God's listening Ear! 

But the poor Man whom Wrong, and Want, and Woe, 

Have left naught but a broken Heart, a Tear 

To offer, his Prayer, yea! ere uttered, God wiM hear! 

53. And what is our Religion ? she is now 
The Handmaid of the World, she fears it, to 
It is obsequious and bends her Brow ; 

Not so of old with sublime Call she drew 

The Nations in her Train , for God spoke thro' 

Her Mouth , and as one with Authority 

She urged on and rebuked : then Men were true 

To her, for she was true to them, thus by 

The sublime Interchange they gained reciprocally ! 

54. Churches are not Religion, nor Police 
Morality, nor Vote by Ballot the 
True Freedom, if Men still to Prejudice 

Do Homage : they must first be good, then free ! 
Mortar and Stone make not a Church, else we 
Should have-enough, nor Bills of Rights ./ree Men, 
Nor manjr Laws good Men! much , much must be 
Still added to all these , as to the Pen 
The Inspiration , without which 'tis nothing , then 

55. Words kindle into Poesy, and dead 
Forms into Life, and Life to Harmony 
Divine ! where one or two are gathered 
Together in God's Name, tho' 'neath the Sky, 
There is a Church, yea! and a Church raised by 
The living God , himself its Priest! there where 
A Man has cast off Sin is Liberty, 

And where is one sole Law, «/<« godiike, there 

Is a good Man and free, for more then needless are ! 
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56. The Temple is before ye, there baptize 

Your Child in the first Stream, for God has bless 'd 
The Water, and no holier Font supplies : 
There let him eat at that sublimest, best 
Communiontable, spread from East to West , 
Of universal Love the ungrudg'd Bread! 
Let him by holy Nature be impressed, 
Not with the outward Sign upon his Head, 
But with the inward, spiritual, in its Stead, 

57. Deep in the living Heart! and from her so 

Grand Volume, where the Lord with Hia own Hand 
Has wrote in such clear Characters, that no. 
No Eye which reads, can fail to understand 
What 'tis he would forbid and what command. 
Let him be taught his Creed , and wiihtach Dcqt 
Turn over a new Leaf in that so grand 
And sublime Breviary, whence all may 
Draw golden Rules of Life , alike for Priest or Lay ! 

68. Thence let him learn , in ii$ true Spirit , the 
So pure Religion of his Master, there 
Revealed so grandly, simply! let him be 
Taught it in all the Forms of this so fair 
And faultless World , where all Things, all, aU bear 
A Testimony not to be mistook! 
Better is this than mumbling over Prayer, 
And conning Words by Rote from out a Book, 
Be jre yourselves the Hymn, as is the Bird aad Brook! 

59. Not that I disapprove of Churches and 
Of Prayerbooks, God forbid! I deprecate 
That Selfishness which paralyses Hand 
And Heart, and which, ere yet it be too late, 
I would see rooted out — I reprobate 
Its Introduction e'en, alas! into 
The Holy of all Holies! at the Gate 
Of the eternal Temple therefore do 
I sit, and warn the Nations, to my Mission true! 
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60. My TonG;ue is not my own , and I am naught, 
'Tis not mj' Voice that calls, oh God! 'tis thinel 
Jerusalem was freed by Blood, but Thought 

Is what / work with, and as more divine' 
The Means, so higher is this Cause of mine! 
Thai was to win the outward Temple to 
The Cross, but mine the spiritual Shrine, 
The inward, in Man's Soul! and from a too 
Far worse Defilement than Mahometan or Jew 

61. Inflicted on the palpable Shrine of Stone , 
Even from that of Mammon, who has there 
Cast down the Altars, thus to reign alone! 

Then sublime Thought! Thought subtler far than Air, 

Against whom is no Armour, who wilt dare 

To pass the guarded Gates of Rings, and smite 

Those who of God and Mercy have no Care, 

Be thou my Weapon, forged from Heaven's Light, 

Tis the Lord wields it, if /but direct it right.' 

62. Of old 't was in the Firebush that to 

His People God appeared, but now shall He 

Reveal Himself more grandly! yea! e'en thro' 

Mankind *s own godlike Heart , ye Nations , ye 

Shall feel Him, and as one Man moulded be 

Jn Christ, into one mystic Bodjr, one 

Great Heart! and how should it not then be free; 

For who can bind it? and, whence it begun. 

Back to God's Heart 'twill go, when here its Race is run! 



*•*■ 
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I mnst warn the Reader not to expect the Interest of 
Action t and the Movement of quicksucceeding Incidents: 
Thoughts and Sentiments must hold the Place of, and be 
accepted for, these; to reflecting Minds, these have all the 
Attraction of the former, and are connected with far deep- 
er Revelations of human Feeling: weareoverapt to seek 
after noisy Bustle and Excitement, to be delighted at 
seeing a Passion torn to Tatters , with Characters full of 
Vehemence and straining at Effect , with moving Accidents 
by Flood and Field: in short, with the eyedazzii^g, earslun- 
ning Glitter and Turmoil of outward Life, overlooking 
the calmer and profounder Regions of the inner Senti- 
ment, where far mightier Revolutions take Place, tho' 
with less Noise, and unobserved by the surfaceskimming 
Glance, and where a Drama full of Interest is ever acting for 
those, who look on a Thought or a Feeling as a Fact, and 
infinitely more truly so than what are commonly considered 
such: what can be a more touching Picture than the 
Struggles, the Doubts, and the Selfdistrust, to which a great 
Mind is frequently a Prey? its sublime Aspirations, its At- 
tempts to realize the Beauty and the Power of which it is 
conscious , the Growth and Development of the inner 
Man . If we judge of the Generality of Men 's Lives by the 
Events which they embrace , they will seem monotonous 
and uninteresting , but if we study the Heart , and the inner 
Life, how rich may the meanest be, in deep, varied, and 
vivid Emotions? our true Life is not in what we do, but 
in what we feel, for the noblest and profoundest Portion 
of our Being does not, and cannot, realize itself always in 
Action, hut much more in Thought and Sentiment: it is a 
quiet Power, not partially developed in this or that Form> 
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not vehement here, and deficient there, but all difiused: 
Faith is the Keystone of that beautiful Temple which every 
Man may raise in his own Heart unto the living God , and 
without which the Building is not held harmoniously to- 
gether in all its Parts, nor can stand unshaken by worldly 
Shocks. — 

The Spirit of such Poetry no Man can duly relish , but 
he who has reached that happy Point, where he abstains 
from all Sin and Vice, not from a Sense of Duty merely, 
but from a Sense of Pleasure: who, in so doing, lays no 
Constraint on himself, and makes no Sacrifice, but follows 
a gentle and irresistible Impulse , that draws him, as a 
Flower to the Sun, towards that divine Light which daily 
guides him on his Way: it is in vain that a Man who has 
not cast ofT the Works of Darkness , and pot on the Rai- 
ment of Purity, will read such a Poem as this, or look at 
a Work of Art conceived in a similar Spirit: his Eyes 
and his Heart are impervious to the Meaning that dwells 
in them , they speak a Language to which he is not ac- 
customed, they employ Forms not familiar to his Eye: it 
is Virtue alone that brings with her the Perception of 
her own Beauty , and there is no Way of getting at her 
Treasure hat thro herself! this is a godlike Thought, 
and makes the Privation of earthly Goods easy endured: 
these are Blessings which are measured out exactly in Pro- 
portion to Desert, and no impure Hand can lay its- un- 
hallowed Grasp on them: no, not even conceive of their 
Existence! and while the worldwise and worldrich insult 
with their Pride, or still insultloger Pity, the chosen few, 
who possess scarce that which Nature asks, it may be , yet 
wish not for more, nay, regard as the Romans did their 
Baggage , as Impediments , the superfluous Luxuries of 
Life, they dream not of the World of Beauty thro' which 
these latter move, and that even where, to the worldly 
Eye, all seems barren Waste , they , like the Hebrews i find 
the celestial Manna . — 
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My Object is not to go thro' the History of this almost 
unique Specimen of selfsacrificing Loye, in Detail, but 
to dwell on the chief Points, and bring out the Ideal of 
the Character in its grand Outlines, that Men may learn 
that the most familiar and commonplace Circumstances 
of Life afford full Scope for Grandeur of Mind; since it 
is the Mind which makes these grand , and not these the 
Mind . 

We profess to adbiire such Works as Raphael 's Car-* 
toons, but, until we feel their Beauty in the inmost Heart, 
no congenial Impulse can be given to the Hand: and un- 
til the high and ethereal Thoughts, connected with the 
Perception of that Beauty, send the purest Blood of the 
purest Vein of the Heart tingling to the Fingers' Ends , 
in vain shall we grasp Pen, Chisel, or Paintbrush; 'till 
the Perception of that Beauty influences ;>rflC//cfl/(;^ our 
Thoughts and Actions, by purifying our Souls, and 
wiping from the Mirror the soiling Breath of Sin and 
the World, they can have no quickening Influence : they 
are not the Presence of Beauty, the perfect Beauty, 
consciously possessed, Telt intuitively, as one indivisible 
Part of our own Being . — those Masterworks are mere 
outward Forms, not Reflections of the divine Archetype 
in our own Souls; so long as we sin , and do not pursue 
steadily the one high Lifeaim, we have not the Pri- 
viledge of perceiving the perfect Beauty — it is still some- 
thing foreign to us : and if we find it not within, where 
are we to seek for it? Those who wish to learn the 
Story of the Siberian Girl in Detail, will find it very well 
aiid simply told by CountXavier de Maistrc, without any 
Tinge of misplaced Romance; for its sublime Truth is far 
beyond all Fancy , and full of something even more than 
Poetry . 
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FIRST PART, 



1. yJhl Love, if I shouU venture now to tefl 
Of one who did thee honor, grant to me 
A Portion of thyself, a gentle Spell , 
That, like the Theme, my song mtfy sweeter be. 
Nor, if heartrcaching Faith be deemed fit plea 
Wilt thou deny my prayer : for noble Deeds 
To those who cherish their pure memory ' 

Impart a portion of their Worth, which breeds 

Moods ofhigh thought, and ofliteactions sows the seeds. 

2. A deed of virtue is a thing of Beauty, 
And should be as a Householdword upon 
All lips, a Watchword for all Hearts, to high 
And noble Imitation — 'neath the sun 
There is no beauty like it; we may run 
The manyacted page of History o'er. 
And while Time's noisy Nothings do but stun. 
We linger on a Gooddeed evermore. 
And from it catch a spark of true soulquickening power. 

3. A Gooddeed is a life of life , it shall 
Not perish-— it has a Vitality 
Within itself: shall the Straybird let fall 
The Chanceseed, that had withered, on some high 
And manuuclimbed Mountain, which thereby 
Grows vePdureclothed? and shall not, with like care. 
Just Providence forbid a truth to die ? 
Shall not some chaucewinged words the good seeds bear 
Unto some human heart,and bid them take Root there? 
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l« It cannot, cannot pass to Nothingness! 
No , it shall be a Joy eterne to those , 
Wliose souls have bowed not to the Littleness 
Of earthly things: who, 'mid these changeful Shows, 
Have kept their spirit's Oneness, which still flows , 
Like the songfabled River, thro' the Sea 
Of the World *s Troubles, pure as when it rose 
From the deep fount of Truth, unmixedly 
Regushing 'neath a faroff Land's unclouded Sky. 

5. And thou, thou Puredeed prompter, holy Love, 
To whom my Lip shall ever offer praise. 
Thou Source of all that raises man above 

His paltry self, and. this vain World : our days ,* 

If thou wert not , were dark and thornstrewn ways. 

Leading athwart a Desert, where alone 

At thy sweet Bidding some Joyfountain lays 

Its freshness at our feet: to win thy crown (frown ! 

Martyrs have braved the flame, and tyrants' selfawed 

6. And if the deeds, which do but shadow thee. 
Be thus allbright and holy , what art thou 

In thy own Essence, beautiful , and free 
From all Impediments, Conditions low , 
Changes of time and place , which here below 
Oft mingle with our Love , as smoke with flame. 
Dimming its brightness : thon^, whose least Breath so 
Sublimes th^ soul, that feeble woman's aim ( shame. 

At tiihes atchieves such deeds as put mail' d Warriors to 

7. Thy deeds, thine perish not, for most of all 
They are the Heart's inheritance, a Lore 
Knit with its highest Instincts, and in small 
Space of sweet Selfcontent accomplish more 
(Spreading like circles everwidening o'er 
The charmed waters of a happy Life ) 

Than mad Ambition's Rainbowscope of power, 

With means so infinite, if unto strife 

It were permitted aught bf inward bliss to hive ! 
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8. Thine is no thanlileBs service , for therein 
Who lobes, still has won a mighty gain , 
The conquest of himself, redeemed from sin 
And selfishness : a care for his own pain 

In others' bliss he finds ; not his the vain 
And unshared Joys of self, which barren die 
In our own breasts, blighted to weeds of bane. 
For Bliss from Heart to Heart , and Eye to Eye, 
Must be imparted , the fair Child of Simpathy ! 

9. There is a power in Love, which from life's woes 
Can fashion blessings, making itself wings 

From that which with dull leaden grievance bows 

A meaner passion down to earth,* in things 

Of noble Natures and high Aspirings, 

It burns on^iike a pure , strong Altarflame, 

And all Impediments, all Hinderings, 

Herein consumed, give fuel to the same . 

Thus Love our weaker parts to uses high can tamel 

10. Ob Lore , thou burnest bright amid the snows 
Of bleak Siberia , as 'neath the skies 

Of sunloved Climes : thy holy Essence knows 

No diminution from Contingencies 

Of heat and cold : the Body 's sympathies 

Affect thy Workings not: from these apart 

In th' human soul thou dwell' st, which never dies. 

Which place and time can change not: every part 

Of the wide world still offers thee a home, a heart! 

11. Why should we limit thee to Time and Space? 
Are we not cooped within the boundaries 

Of this frail flesh enough, but must debase 

Thee to the dim perceptions of our Eyes 

And these dull Senses, making that which dies 

Measure of that which lives unchanged for aye , 

Finite of Infinite : of Harmonies 

How do we take the measure, of their Sway 

How judge? with th'outer ear or Soul 's? let Memory say. 
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1 2. Can the ear keep them ? does the passing wind 
JNTot bear them on its \vings in mockery, 

To teach us that we have no power to bind 

Such Joys to outward sense? yet long passed by. 

Make they not far, far sweeter melody 

To th Vn/ier Ear in Aft^rJays , and bring 

Forgotten music , with all fancies high? 

Ilence is. it that old songs have power to fling 

Us back into the Past, cheating Time's baffled wing! 

1 3. And Love ? shall lesser priviledge be thine? 
Thou that art not a portion of the soul. 
But as the spirit of its inmost shrine. 

Each Being's Highest, and at once the Whole, 
From whence and whither, as to their one Goal, 
All Rays of Truth and Beauty tend : all things 
That, with or without Shape , have ever stole 
Bright Fancy's hues , all soulheard murmurings 
Of sweetest note, all Flutterings of yet unfledg'd wings! 

14. Thou Love, thou art the Centre-harmony, 
From whence all lesser strings of Being take 
Their true Accord : from hence the outer Eye 

Receives its worth, and for the inner' s sake 

Stores full the mind with Beauty-shapes: hence wake 

Old Songs such thrilling Echos on the ear. 

Which else were allinert: hence too we make 

Our hearts a portion of the changing year. 

And sympathize with Nature slill in Joy and Fear . 

1 5. Thou Love, hast ever been, and aye shall be. 
Best matter of high argument : 6t theme 

For mightiest bards to show their Mastery ; 

Soalstrenglheningtask, wherein, like some strong stream. 

That, as it flows, runs pure, they learn to deem 

Rightly of truths which thou alone canst teach : 

The Heart that works or writes thee wrong must teem 

With feelings to be pitied, nor can reach 

It* Best, as e'en the Rote! most punished in the breach 
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16. Against thy Majesty, oh Love!— for he 
Who has not loved has never lived : far more 
Unblest, tho' Singly Pomp around he see , 
And want for Nothing, yea! than the most poor^ 
Doordriven, houseless beggar, if but sure 

That one eye looks on him with Love, that one 
Heart beats for him ! oh ! he who has been sore- 
Tried by tl^e Loss of all he loves , has won 
A Bliss beyond him who has lost , and yet loved, none ! 

1 7. For unto him at least the boon of life 
Is not all Barrenness: he, like the flower 
Which to the (leeting winds its scent doth give» 
For other Hearts has hived his Being s store. 
Caring not when or how the passing hour 
Might rob him of his all, and leave him there , 
Withered and lone , of Joy to taste no more : 
Tho' Time might from his Soul its fond ones tear. 
Still must he love^ to live, for without no Life were ! 

18. Oh Woman's heart, how beautiful art thou 
In thy deep, calm Intensity of Love! 

What is there on this Earth like thee ? we bow 

Selfawed to deeds heroic, for, above 

The sphere of common spirits , they do move 

The soul to adoration : but , oh thou! 

So sole, that in the bosom of the Dove 

Bearest the Lion « strength, to thee we owe 

Heartworship, beyond all of Fair and Good below! 

19. How different from Man 's cold Love is thine. 
Which gives with Joy all for the loved one's sake ! 
E'en Sacrifice itself grows Bliss divine: 

Denial is no more so, it doth take, 
(For Love's transfiguring Power well can make 
Things most opposed exchange their Qualities ,) 
The Form of /a// Enjoyment : thus from Ache, 
Pain , Toil , can he bid rich Possessions rbe , 
And where all wanting seems, the whole of Heaven 
comprize ! 
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50. For is not Heaven Love? to live then by 
Love only , is to be in Heaven , is 
To live as do the Angels up on high , 
To live as God himself, for is not this 
His highest Priviledge , that Love is his 
Existence , his Godhead? yea ! there is naught 
Without Love, neither Life, nor Heaven , nor Bliss! 
Then be your Hearts, like His , with Love but fraught. 
And ye will have at once the Heaven which ye sought! 

21. But Man lives not by Love alone , therefore 
It is not Heaven unto him , as to 

Diviner Woman! she bows down before 

No other God, to this one ever true; 

But he has many Idols, changing thro* 

His Life: now from the Clarion would he hear 

His Name blown forth, now on his proud Brow strew 

War's or Thought's Laurels, now the kind Heart sear 

For some vain Helen of the Brain, to him more dear 

22. Than her who sits beside him , who oft on 
Her faithful Breast has pillowed his sick Head : 
That Pillow heavenly Love plight rest upon. 
And sleep as chastely as if Angels spread 
Their Plumage for his Rest! alas! instead 

Of seeking for his Poetry in his 

Own Life , like Woman , Man by Fancy 's led 

Astray, oft leaves, sick of such divine Bliss, 

The Helen of his t>reams for some vile Harlot's Kiss! 

23. Thus Extremes meet again : and there he lies, 
Giovellihg amid the Dust, 'till, sick once more. 
He shakes it ofThis Wings, and to the Skies, 
E'eu to God's Throne itself, anew would soar! 
Strange Contrast! now with Angels to adore 
The God of Love, and now profane him by 
Coarse, prurient Lusts, degrading in a Whore! 
Alas! that earthly Films should dim the Eye, 
And Passion fire the chaste, pure Lips of Poesy! 
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24. Happy he, who has that sablunest Skill 
fFuhin the Framework of the Picture by 
Imagination wrought, thro' steady Will, 
And sober Keeping open of the Eye, 
Broad, broad awake, alike to laugh or cry. 
The living Forms around him to comprise: 
To see things as they are! that is the high^ 
Est Way, it is God's Way: and to God's Eyes, 
Methinks, far fairel* than the Poet's Dreams must rise! 

25. For God falls not asleep and dreams not: he 
Is broad awake: what Dreams could e 'er supply 
To Him that which His waking Eye can see. 
His waking Heart can feel? then let us try 

To do like Him: to see all Things as by 

Him they are seen , as godlike! and then where 

Is he who needs to dream? then Fancy, thy 

Fastidious Hand may crown with Flowers the Hair 

E 'en of our mortal Love, and find the true Muse there! 

26. And if from Love ^ deep, lasting, and sincere. 
We draw our Inspiration, can there be 

A higher ? comes it not direct and clear 
From God himseif? and who then, if not He, 
Is the one Source of Life, Love, Poesy? 
Then cleave unto thy human Partner's Side, 
In her Form shall the Muse appear to thee, 
Urania , not she whom erst the Pride 
Of Poet feigned, a higher far shall be thf Bride! 

27. Yea! one of God's own Spirits, in whom He 
Himself dyfeUs with thee: in thy House! so near! 
Keep her as such then, let her never be 

Aught in thine Eyes but godlikei never hear 
Her Voice but as if God himseli in clear. 
Intelligible Wise, spoke to thee, by 
Her Lips; then really He* II speak to thee here. 
And treating her as godlike^ she thro' thy 
Treatment will grow so, and make thee so equally! 
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28. Loye is of all her Children justified , 
And God accords to perfect Purity, 

A perfect Strength: a Strength which doth reside 
In its own Innocence: a Mystery 
Was, in the birth of Him whose mission high 
Redeemed the World, unveiled to man's dim sight: 
A truth illknown, yet one that could not die. 
From a pure Virgin's loins came forth the Might » 
That flameliie withered Falsehood, and putHell to flight! 

29. God's ways and means are many, and by those 
Which oft to man's blind, errilig Judgment seem 
The most unfit, he in his Wisdom knows 

To perfect that he wills: one divine Beam 

Of Truth dispelled, as daylight does a dream. 

The monstrous Pile of Superstitions: made 

The Sword's of twenty Legions idly gleam. 

Like brittle Reeds: and in its Meekness bade 

The proud Schoolwisdom of the stubborn Stoa fade! 

30- With that which is not he can bring to naught 
The Things that are, and put to utter Shame 
The Glories of this World: nor wills be aught 
That men deem needful to work out his aim! 
Nor strength of Nerve or Sinew, Sword or Flame! 
Not such brute Agents his — all these are weak. 
For o'er the Soul no inward Sway they claim; 
The chains they forge an Infant's hand can break. 
Things only like themselves of dust their slaves they 

31 • With Wisdom meek as Childhood, nourished by (make! 
The Milk of Innocence , doth he delight 
To prove the Wisdom of the Flesh a Lie! 
For Truth is one: but the Worldsteachers fi^t 
Together, seeking her celestial Light 
In dim , earthkindled Lamps: nor doth he deign 
With mortal Weapons to assert his Right! 
'Gainst the sky tempered Armourtheae are vain, (again. 
Which ahielda Truth's diTineBre&it, from wImum tbey iall 



2\i6 TBS 8IBBHIAK BXILB^S T4LK. 

$2. Shivered to thousand fragment* : while the arm , 
That dealt the blow, is paralyzed , as by 
The dudden Working of a mighty Charm j 
Nor seeks he his Apostles- 'mong Earth's high 
And favored Sons : these to a barren Lie 
Would turn his Word , and make it a mere Screen 
For Greeds, Forms , Priestcraft, and Statejugglery ! 
Therefore on Poverty fair Faith did lean , 
Aud Hand in Uutid they went, in Courts full seldom seen! 

33. Therefore Gud chose the lowly and de:>pised 
To do him Service , and above the Throne 
Of Kings he raised them , He ethereal ized 
Their Natures, gave their Lips that mighty Tone, 
By which, on the four Winds, his Word was bldwn 
Abroad unto the Ends of Earthy He sent 

Them forth to teach that Innocence alone 
Is Strength : that to her Nakedness is lent 
Skypanoply , not forged by mortal Instrument! 

34. Why did He not stretch forth his mighty arm , 
And, reedlike, snap intwain the fullblown pride 

Of those that mocked him? why not with the Charm 

Of one sole word lay prostrate far and wide 

The Hosts who in their Nothingness denied 

His wise Omnipotence? or why, ye say. 

Ye moleeyed Seekers, who cannot abide 

Truth's radiant brow, who find your only day 

In doubto er clouded night, by false pride led astray ,| 

35. Why with swift Thundervengeance did he not 
Work out his Ends, and force the stubborn WiU 
Of Sinners to his Faith? ye Fools! ye Blot 

On the foir page of Wisdom 's book , to 111 

Who turn the gifts she gave ye, ye are still 

The same old Serpentbrood, that with the Slime 

Of its Fooldoubts has toiled the Truth to kill! 

God has for all his Ends his own good time 

And means , tho' ye do turn his Wisdom to a Grime ! 



---'-( 
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36. Yea verily , I say , such Mirades 

He could have worked, if Need were, or if Good 
Had come thereof; and his own History tells 
Of even such , that yield a sensual food 
To vulgar Failh , which, to support its Mood, 
Asks for these palpable signs : but the wise Mind, 
Whose Faith on such frail basis has not stood. 
Will seek its best proofs , not in Shows that bind 
The outward sense, but fuller Revelations find 

37. In the deepworking, sensehid Agencies, 
Which to rightthinking minds do yield most high 
And sweet Astonishment. Allgood and wise. 

By simplest and roost despis 'd Ministry, 

By humblest Means, he perfects noiselessly 

Mightiest results, that bring man 's pride to naught. 

He is no Wonderworkerybr ihe eye! 

Hearthoroage asks He by brute Fear not bought » 

And Freewillofferings by Loue, not fVonder wrought! 

38. Yea! verily, the Thunders are his own, 

The Winds , and Ligh things, and the mighty Sea 

Are at his Bidding, and with these, "tis known , 

He can work Miracles! yet still there be , 

Far greater , marvellous exceedingly. 

Where Strength and Force are not, save such as lies 

In Truth and Wisdom's sei/dr awn Mastery. 

With these he can o'erthrow the Mockeries 

Of steelclad HosU , and put to Shame his Enemies! 

39. Yea! with a simple Truth he can put down 
The mighty from their seats, and humble Rings 
By the despised mean» theniseluet disown-. 
Thro' the Babesmouth refute the Questionings 
Of the Worldwisest : and with meanest things 
Confound the Mightiest! yea, He alone 

With weakness can bind strength; to the Dove's wings 
Impart the Eagle's Might, and make Pride own 
HimselfbyLowline58Subdued,byWorthdcspi8'd,unknown! 
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40.Tiiere is a Strength, which dwells not where the Worms 
Are called to banquet, which far deeper lies 
Than in these perishable outward Forms 
Of nerve and sinew : nor by aught that dies 
Does it reveal to man its mysteries , 
Tho' over these it has a godlike sway! 
Its Shrine is in the Soul, and from the skies 
Thither descending with its pure Liferay , 
It keeps the Spirit young, tho' Grief the head make gray ! 

41 . When these frail Limbs, on which disease and pain 
Have done their worst, fall one by one away. 

Like faithless Servants : when Earth's weight agaia 

Lies heaviest on us, still this hidden ray 

Maintains its priviledge : e 'en in the clay 

Remini^Iini; with the dust, its Birthright live«. 

Still gaining strength by meaner things' decay: 

Allconquering Death of his worst Fears deprives. 

And o'er the Grave a sober Victory reaps-— an</ gives! 

42. This is true Strength: too deep for outward Show: 
Too vast in perishable forms to be 

Made manifest to sense : no Emblem low 

Of Earth can grasp its bright Immensity , 

As little Thought can grasp Eternityf 

It is the i9ou/ of things, and /e//, not seen. 

Therefore those basest Thralls , those Thralls of Eye 

And Sense believe it not : had Christ but been 

A Giant, he had gained more Votaries far , I ween! 

43. Had he , cloudthroned and thunderarmed , among 
Earth 's senseled sons appeared, or sent before 
Wonder and Fear his Messengers, the throng 
Had bent beneath him in the dust, with more 
Than slavish baseness : bat a higher power , 

In its own simple Majesty, that made 

Conquest of Will alone , left to persuade 

Itself, not forced, and by no Proofs, no Lore, 

But those which to itself, without Parade, 

The goal supplies, on brute Force leaning not for aid. 
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44. But working soft as dew within the fLower, 
And fecundating by Love's warmth alone 
The seeds of high Belief, to them such Power 
Was all incomprehensible, unknown, 
Unfelt, unrecognized, a Glory thrown 
On the unconscious Clay, which still remains 
Brute and unvivified : the Strength they own 
And worship, is mechanic, that which strains 
Sinew and Nerve,and by bruie Mean* bruteEndi attains! 

45. But ye , ye blessed few, ye Jnnerejred, 
Who see into the Lifo of things, whose Gaze, 
Quiet and calm, looks thro' the forms that hide 
The mighty Workings of the Eternal's Ways 
From grosser sense , ye find best cause to praise 
And glorify His name , whose Ministrings 

Are felt thro' all, where others cannot trace 
His wondrous Hand : the smallest Flower betrays 
To ye that Wisdom , which so gently brings 
In its vast Grasp the Issues of all earthly things! 

46. Ye see it not alone , y9\\en forced upon 

The dullest Mind, in grand Events, that shake 

Realms to their Centre, and eclipse the Sun; 

Ye would not stare when Paralytics take 

Their Beds up, or when buried Men awake. 

So much as ye do at what every Day 

Ye look on ! greater Wonders far, which make 

No Noise , but still as Thought, wrought ever; yea. 

The Thought which from God works on in Man's Heart 

47 . Controlling , punishing, correcting still, (for Aye! 
Like to a viewless Arm laid lightly on 

The Necks of Kings, and to a higher Will 
Bending their haughty Schemes, of which not one 
Works out that which 'twas destined for alone . 
Thine are the Wonders, God! thou thyself, by 
And in Us', work 'st them as if not thine own,- 
Withdrawn from View, in sublime Modesty, 
Thou mov 'st all, yet still as tbyi least Star in yon Sky ! 
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48. Ye trace him alway-M, everyrwhere, in all. 
Because mostinjrourseltfes, ye cbosen few; 
In most familiar Things , however small ^ 
Ye feel him grandly^ there J Umightjr too , 
In the least Sandgrain and the Drop of Dew, 
As in this whole , vast World! Ye see him draw 
From warring Falsehoods the eternal True , 
Make Discord serve the selfsame End as Law , 

And Peace and Love spring like Twins from the Womb 

49. This World his vast Laboratory , where (of War! 
Experiments are ever going on 

Upon the grandest Scale! now to a Hair 

To regulate a Comet or a Sun , 

And now unerringly to solve some one 

Of Life's grand Problems! while, as Ages fly, 

In Time 's vast Crucible remains alone 

The one eternal Truth to test all by. 

Good, Good alone endures, like God, anchang[eably! 

50. Ye know what Strength is : by the running Brook , 
And Faith was Sampson Glled with the Might 

Of Hosts, to smite God's Enemies; a Book, 

With a few worlddespised Truths — the Light 

Of high Experience, gathering strength Ijr Jiight, 

And its own inborn Majesty of Worth : 

A feeble oldman's fFortU, who at the sight 

Of axe and fire swerves not, can give birth 

To mightier Issues far than all the powers of Earth! 

51. This is true Strength, whose chosen home is still 
The Soul of man , when with himself at one. 

His Being 'm End he strives but to fulfill 

In meek Lowheartedness: which dwells alone 

In that which Chance and Change have never thrown 

Low in the dust: which Time assails in vain! 

In an old Song its Essence oft is shown , 

In which the eldtime Spirit lives again , 

And in all Forms kept pure by Soul from earthly Stain! 
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52. Thinking on such things, need we wonder still. 
That Love, tho' in a feeble Woman's breast. 
Can draw from pure resolve and Bxed will. 

The strength to execute the high Behest 

Of the Soul 's Oracle? all times attest 

That there be Wonders, tho' no more the dead 

Rise up to prove them from their tombed Rest. 

Faith still can work them as of old, when need 

May be, and Love, twinborn with her, has equal Meedi 

53. Oh that my Lips miglit with the Altarflame 
Of Truth be purified, thus, with all good 
And fitting Utterance , to sing thy Name, 

Thou Worth of Worths: thou that deriv'st thy food 
From noblest sacrifice of each low mood. 
Each selfish feeling : 'till the soul, left clear 
From sensual stain, the Image of its God 
Full, mirrorlike, gives back I Oh be thou here, 
Promptingmy feebleSong, descend from thy calm Sphere. 

54. Ye Elements, that wage eternal Strife 

With man's frail Handyworks , and seek your prey 

In his Highplaces : that which draws its life 

From what yourselves are made of, ye may lay 

Low in the dust, and after its brief day 

Of brute-existence to Oblivion 

Consign for ever : strewing thus your way 

With aweinspiring Ruins, which Truth's sun 

Gilds for a Moment'8Space,like Motes,and lolthey'regone! 

55. Nor will the wiser mind mourn o'er the fall 

Of Tower and Temple: nay, draws thence a Kind 

Of holy Solace: Spiritvoices call 

From out the eldtime ruin , and the mind 

In the Past's Echos stronger proof doth find 

Of its own infelt Immortality! 

Faith dwells with us , an Eye among the blind^ 

Looking before and after/ Centuries fly. 

The outwardyorm may change, the tpirit still is nigh! 
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56. lisel/h is tlie Form: the Form is naught 
Without ii — and where it is not , there is 
No Form, for by the Spirit that is wrought. 
It moulds, elherealiies , now in this 

And now in that Shape. Man still after his 

Great Archetype — it glows, and casts away 

The Dust of Ages — and tho* we may miss 

It for awhile: lo! with diviner Ray, 

In Book, Thought, Deed, and Word, it shines, godlike 

57. Its home is the doudpillared Firmament , (for Aye ! 
From God it comes , to God returns: below 

Tis man's best Heritage: that spark unspent. 
From whence her Torch Faith kindles, which can throw 
Light thro' the darkness of the Grave: on woe. 
And human sofiering: and has a power 
O cr Nature's lifeless forms , until they glow 
As with a Soul. Winds, Flowers, Ruins hoar. 
Bring haunted Memories, and dreams of days of yore! 

58. 'Gainst this, ye Elements, in vain ye strive, 
Nay, rather ye subserve thereto, and make 
High Memories holier still: for ye do give 
Tradition unto Truth: and for the sake 
Of our Forefathers' deeds , we love to wake 
The voice of eldtime songs, that in the heart 
Of Nations have their home: ye may downshake 
Freedom 's Strongholds, but'tis not in your art , (start ! 
To dim the Truths, that from her Wrecks, like Spirits, 

59. Above the timeworn Ruin hangs the Power 
And Beauty of departed Years: it seems 
Like Something taken from the passing Hoar, 
And having naught to do therewith: strange Gleams 
From Suns long set shine on it, and the Streams 
Rustle, the' real , as in a Fairytale! 
It looks like something visioned in our Dreams, 
Standing apart: ghostlike seems Hill and Dale, 
And as Ghosts we glide on, 'till Comprehension fail! 
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60. Ye fleetdestroying, conquestspurning Waves, 
Strew the foaxncradled Cities of proud Kings, 
Like Autumn leaves: let the Winds o'er their Graves 
Leave less Trace, than nian*s Memory to things 
Of meanest note accords: ye Tempestwings 
Scatter the Conqueror's Boasts unto the Dust, 
From whence they rose, to which their nature clings 
With do^vnward Baseness: thou, steelgnawing Rust, 
Feed on his vain Warspoils: ye Snails, deface his Bust! 

61. Thou Time, Destruction's Playmate! thou Headfoe 
Of earthencumberingBecords of dark Deeds, 

Built up with human Blood, and human Woe! 
Beaper of Ages' harvests, o'er the seeds 
Of high Truths watching, Booterout of Weeds 
Which Crime and Folly nourish: Critic sure! 
Tester of Systems, Sects, Beligions, Creeds] 
Winnowing the vile ChaiTof the passing Hour (power! 
From the good grain , which springs, sureripened by thy 

62. Haste to the widespread Feast which Man prepares 
For ye, ye Harvestreapers of the grain. 

The everspringing crop of foolish Cares 

And fruitless Toils, of Ignorance bred: the vain 

And outward pomps, wherein high Truths disdain 

To linger, seeking still a 6tter home. 

Id the f^w chosen hearts: outliving Pain 

Hate , Persecution , Change , and Error's Gloom , 

Like Torches handed down, 'till happier days may come! 

63. Hurl to the dust the topless City towers, 
Skypoiating Columns, and all mockeries 

Of clay and stone . Worth has far other powers 
Than these: hr more enduring Testimonies! 
Ye cannot wrong the Truth; her Enemies 
Are but as clouds unto the sun , which tho' 
'Tis hid awhile from man's dimsighted Eyes, 
Shines not less bright tho' hid: yea, even so. 
Doth Virtue free her from all Contact base and low! 
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64. But to my tale: far 'mid the snowdad plains 
Of bleak Siberia, where Tyranny, 

Who wages Warfare with his dungeonchains. 
With fire and sword, against Truth's majesty 
And Freedom , sends his foes to pine and die: 
Breathing the breath of shame and banishment , 
Far from all Uoraeendearments , where the Eye 
Shrinks at the joyless scene, to which is lent 
Theheart'soiv/i Hopelessness, from which n o smile is sent^ 

65. There dwelt a baoished family, whose fate 
Was less heartsearing than is oft assigned 
By the lynxeyed Monster , who by hate 
And fear metes all offences: for the Mind, 
When it has that it loves, will solace find: 
And they were severed not, but in their woe 
Heart beat on kindred Heart: and thus entwined , 
Like Tvy tendrils, could support a blow, 

Which, striking singly, must hare laid each torn Branch 

66. The sorrows which we share with those we love, (low. 
Which prove how they do love us, these, these hare 
A power beyoad e'en Fortune's smiles to move 

A' deep, sweet Selfcontent: for as the wave 
Will surfacefoam and break, when tempests rave,' 
' While Ocean's heart beneath sleeps calm and still. 
So in man 's soul , what outward Ills it brave , 
There is a Centrepeace which naught can kill , 
A Joyfount which from Love and Faith itself doth fill . 

67. Husband, and wife, and daughter, they did live 
Soullinked together in Adversity, 

As in their former Joys: and still life's hive 
Might have been honeyfiUed: f6r to the high, 
Self centred spirit^ in its unity. 
Changes of Time and Place , of outward things ^ 

And Bodycomforts , are but mockery: 
'Tis selfsuificient, and the soul has wings. 
Whereon it soars away, and far off pleasures brings . 
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68. Spirits there be, that with the sober Eye* 
Of trnediscerning Wisdom , glancing o'er 
This pleasure teeming World, can yet deny 
Themselyes , and without pain , all other store 
Saye what they bear within them: ask no more 
Than that small sura, which frugal Nature needs, 
Of food and raiment: and like some sweet flower 
That blooms unto itself, where no foot treads , 
They live to their own hearts, spurning the World's false 

69. With allunsparing hand they cut away (creeds! 
The prurient Wishes, the rank Growth of vain 

And whimborn fancies, which so thick o'erlay 
And clog the Soul's free movements: drawing Gain 
From that which unto feebler minds is bane 
And selfconfusion: like the o'ergrown vine , 
Whose wild Leafwantonness does but restrain 
The precious Fruit, 'till needful Wounds incline 
Waste strength to k|iit in clusters for the generous Wine » 

70. The wiser heart still gathers inwardly 
The lifesap of its being: ripening 

To «e(/rruition, selfdependency. 
And as the bird on evenmotioned wing. 
So it from all the downward bents , that cling 
To this low Earth, can free itself, and rise 
To higher aims: nor from its Eagle-swing 
E'er stoops unto the Carrion prey that lies 
In mad Ambition's path, whereon he gluts, and dies. 
7t. Our Joys are likest halfsunn'd fruits, which grow 
On one side harsh , illflavored, suurhued , 
On th* other overripe : alas ! we know 
Not when to pluck the little that we could! 
We will not when we can, and when we would , 
Time is beforehand , lets us not twice chuse; 
But once he offers , then takes leave for good . 
Thus Nature 's gifts Foolwisdom doth abuse^ 
And misses all, by grasping more than he can use/ 
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72. But he, the Father, he was nursed elsewhere 
Thau in that sober School , Selfimastery ; 

He had not learnt its Wisdom , nor could bear 

To be world severed : tho' he still had nigh, 

Truehearted , those to whom the soul may fly 

For solace 'gainst the cold World's bitter hate, 

'Gainst fickle friends, and outward nfisery; 

He would not seek the bliis his present state 

Might yield, nor learn what Time all teaches, bat too late! 

73. Warcradled and strifenurs'd , his school had been 
One where the soul , selfstolen , is left bare 

In worse than nakedness. Oh who can glean 

A Peacesheaf from the bloodsown field of War 

To store Life's Wintergranary? what are 

The Battletriomphs, the eyedazsling Sheen 

Of banners and sunglancing spears , that mar 

God 's holy Image : what the Afterscene , (has been? 

The Deathpause, and the deathstrewn Earth whereStrife 

74. What are all these ( save that reality 

Makes them more dreadfull ) but a feverish dream 
Of somesick, nightmared couch, which, when passed by, 
Leaves the soul without Power to redeem 
Those Feelings which the wise alone esteem 
Aright, of all good Growths the Root and Sap. 
Its Peacetastea are destroyed, it will not deem 
Itself its H^ealth; longnurs^d in Strife's rude Lap, 
Wisdom's low Voice charms not who loves War's Thun- 
76. The Clarion has untuned his Ear for sounds (derclap! 
Of gentler note, discharmed the HomeBreside 
With its few chosen hearts, within whose Bounds, 
However scant they seem to largeeyed Pride, 
Most ample realms of Happiness reside; 
And harvests , golden harvests, of that Grain , 
One little Sheaf whereof, in all his wide 
And barren fields. Ambition reaps not : Gain 
Like tbi& is npt for him, he sows War 's field ia vaia! 
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76. But Woman's heart within itself lives more. 
And in her Homeworld she can happy be, 
Loving and lov'd : from Nature's founts her Lore 
Inttinciive flows , she drinks it fresh and free 
From those deep wells of pure Humanity , 
The early Loyeexchanges, which endear 
Cottage and fireside : as round the tree 
The weak grape twines, so woman's heart will bear 
Its Joyfruits still, if some supporting heart be near. 

n. And if she have Ambition, it is still 
To rule the Heart, which she so well doth know 
In all its weekday movements ; nobler skill 
Than that , which seeks in greatness still to grow 
By Sacrifice of all that here below 
Is best and dearest, to the World's turmoil 
And hollow vanities; from whence can flow 
Heartaches , Heartbarrenness alone , the Coil 
Of fretting hopes and fears,which each high Impulse spoil. 

78. But man s thoughts are elsewhere, and home to him 
Is but the Cage 'gainst which he wounds his wing 
With fretful Eflbrt, 'till his heart grow dim 

In fancied Thralidom . Pride, Ambition, fling 
Their Darkness on his mind , and vain dreams bring. 
He , like the Oak , must casf his arms abroad 
Into life's tempest, 'mid its deafening, 
Heartsickening Uproar take his Part , with Word 
And Hand still strive to make himself obeyed and heard. 

79. So it befell this man : shorn were his beams 
By the first cloud of passing misery, 

And his soul darkened by Despair 's vain dreams 

Of Pleasures past and Sorrows yet to be. 

In his own heart he bore the fount of free 

And joyous thought, but knew not his own power 

To strike the Rock and bid it gush, for he 

Walked in no selfdrawn Light : the passing Hour 

Shone on, and left him as it found, all Clay once morel 
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80. His wife and daaghter, they lived in the heart 
And by the heart, careless of outward things. 
Which they missed not: in Love they breathed apart 
From vain regrets; and he who loves has wings 
Of Eaglescope, (it for high Aspirings 
To that calm Atmosphere', where earthly fears 
And cares vex not : in all his Wanderings, 
Love has one Centrepoint to which he steers , 
One Haven sure whence Angelwelcomings he hears . 



SECOND PART, 



1 . xi od now, my own Soul's Sister , Prascovy, 
Let us wend on our Way in steadfast Wise, 
For the Lord's Hand is on thy Purity, 
And in thy Weakness is He strong: arise 
And doubt not, for the holy Mysteries 

Of God to Faith's calm , steadfast Glance are clear. 
An high Astonishment , a blest Surprise, 
Shall ope his Heart who lends thy Tale an Ear, (here! 
And Rays of Heaven's pure Light oft cross his dull Path 

2. And I would fain believe, tho' all divine. 
Thou , in whom Love thus ripened into high 
And perfect Faith, (for of Religion 's Shrii^e 
Love is the Cornerstone,) that even I 
Possess jthat Faith whose Hand of Purity 
Still touches into Glory common Clay, 
And on the Brow of poor Mortality • 

The Stamp of true Divinity doth lay. 

By Time and SorrQ,w unefiaced, the same for aye! 
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3. Tho' Art should fail, unable to renew 
The Forms of eldtime Poets, forced to take 
Casts from the antique Statues, Nature, true 

^ To her creative Priviledge , can make 
In her eternal Mould (tho' Time should break 
Her Masterworks to Pieces one by one) 
Fresh Beautyshapes , Tvhich unto Being wake 
Perfect as Eve , by Sin not yet undone^ 
Her Mould remains the same, tho' endless Forms be gone! 

4. And on thee has she tried her mighty Hand, 
Her choicest Craft, thou new Antigone! 

Tho' no blind Father, treading Grecian Land, 

Leans on thee, not less beautiful than she: 

Tho' one with all the Sheen of Poesy, 

The Atmosphere of Beauty, the Goldlight 

By Inspiration breathed, o'er mantled be. 

And thou in Nature 's simplest Garb art dight , 

Yet fairer than all Pomp, for Truth is thy Birthright I 

5. Thou tread'st no Poetground, no Legends hoar 
Hover around thy Head, nor do 'st thou seem 
Fit Subject for the Bard's fastidious Lore: 

No Oracle, (save iJiiU; celestial Beam 

Within thy Heart,) no goldenwinged Dream, 

By high Jove sent, sheds Glory upon thee, 

But on Life's common Path , where ill Sights teem , 

That shock the nice Regards of those who see 

With Fancy 's Eyes , an Angel in thy Purity, 

6. By Faith upheld and meek Lowheartedness , 
Thou trod'st, on Misery's scant and bitter Bread 
Oftnourisbed , and the salt Tears of Distress! 
Oft without Pillow for thy weary Head, 

Or Friend, save one above , tho* He instead 
Of every earthly Aid might well suffice , 
• Yea! the good God by whom the Raven's fed, 
Altho' he has no Voice to ask , who tries 
The Heart of Man , and by high Suffering puriBes, 
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7. Entering inlo the Temple when 'ib 
Holy by Expiation! eren He 

Who in bis Mercy and bis LoTe batb said, 

« Blessed are they that safler, they shall be 

Inheritors of Immortality » ! 

Who gives moMt e'en when jiio#c Be takes owof r 

Who Ukes the good Things of the Earth that we , 

Thus wean 'd from them , may not be led astray. 

Bat Faith's good Things receive instead, and liveforaye! 

8. Tboii trod'st Life's thorniest Pathsyyetmannnredst not. 
And 'mid its Fret and Ferer ihoa wast still 

Calm and content, and envied 'st no Man's Lot, 

O'ercomiog Evil by an ardent Will, 

And a 6xed Soul of Good, which can instill 

Into opposed Natures its own Worth: 

Rousing Men 's inert Sympathies to fill 

Their wonted Channels, and by vety Dearth 

Of earthly Means, prolific in those not of Earth! 

9. The more of Mammon's Means the less of God's! 
The more of outward Things the less we here 
Use spiritual : on the Reed that nods 

With the least Breath Man in bis Hour of Fear 
And Doubt will rather lean , on palpable , near. 
And present Aids, how fraU soe'er, than on 
Faith's viewless Arm, which more than Sword or Spear 
Can bear a Nation up! this Strength alone 
Endures, for being Spirit Change in it is none I 

10. But Mammon scarcely can relieve Wants to 
Which this frail Flesh is subject : be may pillow 
The Head on Down , yet Conscience still can strew 
Unquiet Thorns! he can but feed the low 

And sensual Propensities, but no 

Inspiring Breath to aught Godlike supply ; 

Hr cannot stir Mens' Hearts, or bid Kings bow 

As to God 's Voice , when inlymoved as by 

Some heavenly Presence, which their Souls dacd not belie* 
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11 They hear a friendless Girl ask Mercy on 
A Father, in the Name of him whose Grace 
Hes led and visibly before her gone! 
This is Faith's Priviledge ; he who will place 
His whole Trust in her, by no Fears debase 
Her Impulse, or by brute Mistrust undo 
Her Triomphs, he all His unmoved shall face. 
By her and in her shall he conquer too. 
For ne'er breaks she her Pledge to those that love her true ! 

1 2. But he who leans on her, as on a Reed , 

And trusts her not, 'neath his Weight will she break. 

For she will not support the earthly, dead, 

Unquickened Pressure of brute Doubts, that make 

The Soul distrust itself, and from it take 

The Sceptre of its spiritual Sway : 

And he who seeks her not for her sole sake, 

But thinks by Mammon 's aid to smooth the Way, 

His Toil is lost, in Mammon's Service must he stay! 

13. But to thy steady Worship Faith could naught 
Refuse, she tried thee, and then led thee on 

To thy far Journey's End , smoothing, like Thought, 

The Difficulties which Earth's Power alone 

Could not o'ercome^ thy lofty Goal was won 

By that same Spirit which has Strength to move 

The Mountains, and which stayed the Midday sun 

Over Jehosaphat, for from above 

With Might of Hosts it comes, yet meeker than the Dove! 

14. And Actions full of Beauty, like to thine , 
Are far beyond all Meed of mortal Praise 
And mortal Guerdon : being alldivine 

Their Worth Earth's vulgar Wages would debase. 
Tarnish and sully their celestial Grace, 
In their uncomprehended Beauty therefore. 
Like Angels with a Veil drawn o'er their Face , 
They pass uuguerdoned 'till their Toils are o'er. 
Unrecognized , saye by the few , to reap the Store 
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1 5. And Fallneu of all BlUs at God's Righthand! 
Celestial ThiDgs are meatared alone 

By that which is celestial , who has spanned 

With an Ellwand the Rainbow or the San? 

And Virtue were not Virtue if unknown 

And unrewarded she were not the same. 

If toiling not for Lore, but Wages won 

Like Mammon's Hire , if Obloquy and Shame 

Could make her once forget from whence her Glory came! 

16. If like the Sons of Eailh she needs must have 
Base Compensation and Indemnity 

For Loss of earthly Goods , ere she will braye 

The Perils of her Mission : yerily 

There be some who of Immortality 

Would make a Bargain between God and Man , 

Turn Virtue into a deformed Lie, 

And with brute, worldly Cunning dare to span 

That W^isdom which composed the allenibracing Plan! 

1 7. But yerily I hey have their own Reward, 
Their Light is Darkness , and by it they're led 
To Selfcon fusion : ever on their Guard 

'Gainst Trick and Guile, by Trick and Guile they're fed, 
'Till to all nobler Food their Tsste be dead. 
Foxes 'mong Foxes, Fools among the Wise! 
And as, when by Man's Hand the Net is spread. 
The Brute's low Cunning ill with Reason vies. 
So too the Toils of these are Folly in God's Eyes! 

18. And now, my Prascovy, wouldst thou but aid 
My feeble Lip to tell thy simple Tale 

In calm Simplicity, with no Parade 

Of dazzling Metaphor, whose Arrows fail 

Full oft to hit the Mark, tbo* flowery Dale, 

Groveshaded Streams , and Voice of Summerwind, 

Be wanting to my Song, with Stroke of Flail 

And merry Vintagcshout, still may it find 

Impulse and Utterance to please a kindred Mind . 
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1 9. Do not the Hills giye back the Voice of Man 
When flung abroad at Random, tho' they be 
Of brute, insensate Earth? Heaven's wise Plan 
Binds all Things with the Chain of Sympathy, 
Heart answers unto Heart, tho' they may be 

Severed by Seas and Mountains, Thought with Thougiit 
Still communes, Soul with Soul, they mingle free 
As Sounds in Air, and from all Things is caught 
The "Voice of one, sole Truth, if rightly it be sought! 

20. Behold her ! this young Angel! where and how? 
Pride look thou on her, yea! look down and see 
Her who finds Favor in God's Sight: tho' low 
Her Dress and Gait', bespeaking Poverty , 

Yet no mean Being be assured is she , 
God's Eye is on her, tho' she knows it not, 
A Saint, tho' Crown and Jewels wanting be! 
On her poor Head a Wheatsheaf has she got. 
Contented wilh the Gleanings of a Beggar's Lot! 

21 . Yet not less beautiful , methinks , is she 
In this mean Garb, by Patience triomphing 
And calm, pure Faith o'er mortal Misery, 
Nay, lovelier, for 'tis 'mid Suflering 

That to Religion's Altar Faith doth bring 

Celestial Fire , to kindle thereupon 

The grosser Elements that bow her Wing 

To Earth ; behold! her coarse Day tasks are done , 

And homeward she returns with yon' slowsinking Sun! 

22. She has ne'er known another Fatherland, 
Or if she has, in earliest Infancy, 

It is an un remembered Being, and 
E'en the bleak Iceplains to her joyous Eye 
Are beautiful : she throws o'er all the Dye 
Of her own happy Heart, her only Woe 
To see h^r Father's Tears , and not know why 
He weeps; unseen, herself had seen them flow. 
And hers, because she could not bid his cease, gushed too! 
yoL II. 20 " ^ 
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23. And often, when the soft, dreamwinged Sleep 
Stole from her Eyes Life'4 passing Scene, arose 
Her Father's Form , within her Breast so deep 
Had sunk the. Wish to heal his secret Woes, 

So strong her Love ; for she was one of those 
Whose Forms to beautify Humanity 
Nature unto Man 's wondering Vision shows 
From Time to Time, like Rainbows in Life *a Sky, 
Or Angels 'mid its Storm and Darkness passing by! 

24. Behold her! on the Threshhold now she stands , 
Full of her Thought, but as she lifts her Eyes , 

She starts, her Gleanings fall from her young Hands y 

For lo! with mingled Terror and Surprise, 

Her Father, pale and gloomy, she descries. 

Her Molher bathed in Tears, and knows not why. 

Sudd«in her Father's Grief bursts forth , he cries, 

« B?hold my Child (so spake Impiety) 

Given by Heaven's Wrath to Ell its Measure high! » 

25. « Wasted by servile Toils I see her pine 
Away before me, and a Father's Name, 
To me a Synonym of Wrath divine. 

Is as a Curse, a Heritage of Shame! » 

Thus spake he in his Bitterness, with Frame 

By Passion shook! illjudging Man ! for she, . 

Who like the Rainbow mid the Tempest came , 

Mingling her Tears with his, was sent to be 

His Guardianangel here, from Bondage to set free! 

26. And thus it is , when Heaven 's Hand is nigh. 
We push it back, unknowing what we do. 
When God is nearest to our Misery , 

Our Souls are most estranged! yea! even so. 
Poor Worms that lift their petty Stings, and throw 
Their Vemon up to Heaven, charging on 
The Giver of all Good each Wrong and Woe 
Which our own Folly or Man's Hate upon 
OurHeads hath brought, as tho' God bade the 111 be done! 
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27. And from lliat Day the Soul of Prascovy 

Was stirred with one high Thought, and as the Wind 
Drives all the Waves with one same Tendency 
Before its Breath, so in her deepstirred Mind 
An Inspiration rose: each Impuhe blind. 
Each Thought and Feeling , with a sudden Lights 
And a fixed Bent of high Resolve refined, 
Gathered to one same Point their scattered Might, 
And like concentred Rays upon her Path shone bright! 

28. Then by calm Faith unfilmed were her Eyes, 
And from the Bosom of Futurity 

She saw the Vision in its Glory rise. 

Not faint and dim as to the doubting Eye, 

Seen thro' the Mists of frail Mortality, 

And suddenly withdrawn, but firm and clear 

As when before the Throne, her Mission high 

Accomplished, she knelt down in Awe and Fear, 

And felt she had no more to do or ask for here! 

29. One Day her Prayer was over, and awhile 
With Soul o'ersteeped in Blessedness, e'en there 
Where Heaven had opened in a radiant Smile, 
Revealing the calm Realms of upper Air, 

The Mansions of the blest, still in her Prayer 
Absorbed she knelt: her Lips moved not, her Brow 
Calm as a Summersea, for all Words were 
Vain Sounds for what she felt, all Utterance low, 
God was in her and yro/w God did her Being flow! 

30. Then , like a Lightningflash , a Hope came o'er 
Her Spirit, with a sudden, dazzling Gleam 

Of Blessedness: awhile it troubled sore 

Her inmost Soul, as when from some glad Dream, 

Too lovely for Reality, where teem 

Celestial Sights , we wake, but soon it drew 

Her into its blest Sphere, and like a Beam 

Melting in Sunlight, so did she renew 

Herself in that deep Joy , a Being calm and true! 
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31. And in it did she live for evermore. 

And fy- it did she live: Thought , Feeling, Deed, 

Sprang out of it, as Perfume from the Flower, 

Refined and purified , from all Soil freed. 

And fit to mix with Ether! Self was dead , 

One Thought was Present and Futurity, 

She had no Life but in it , asked no Meed 

But once to see it realized, then die, 

That Thought! to free her Parents from Captivity! 

M. Like to a Revelation of God's Will 

This Thought flashed on her, like a heavenly Ray 

Which all her inmost being did o'erfiU 

With Light, and soon she knelt again to pray. 

Rut Words came not, she knew not what to say. 

For Rliss o'erpowered her! her Soul alone - 

Existed, but her Body was away, 

The one to Earth , the other to Heaven was gone , 

And for awhile it seemed that this brute Life was done ! 

33. And when she found her Voice, amid the Press 
Of mighty Thoughts , she pray'd God fervently 
Not to deprive her of the Blessedness 

"Which then she felt, so indefinably 

Filling her Veins with liquid Ecstacy: 

All other Things she left (herein most wise,) 

To his good Time and Place . with mortal Eye 

Not daring to peruse Fate's Mysteries, 

With mortal Reason fearing to direct the Skies! 

34. And often , when around her houseless Head 
The Clouds of Sorrow gathered , that same Thought 
Upon her Path its eldtime Radiance shed , 
Dispelling Mists of Doubt and Fear, still fraught 
With Blessedness, as then when first she caught 
Its Inspiration: like the dawning Ray , 

It grew and grew in spite of all that wrought 

'Gainst its Omnipotence , 'till in Broadday 

All Things o'ersteeped in its celestial Radiance lay! 
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35. It seemed as if the Heaven's Glory jitill 
Mantled her Form, aa Angel from the Sky, 
Whose Beauty Earth's dull Contact coald not kilil 
Great Nature too inspired her, and by 
All natural Forms she schooled the Ear and Eye 
To teach the Soul: to those who learn to see 
In her the Shadow of the Deity , 
She makes high Revelations: they are free 
To hear God's Voice upon the Winds that past them flee! 

S6. And oft amid a silencehaunted Wood 

Of antique Growth, beneath the chequered Shade 
Falling in dappled Flakes, in holy Mood 
Of solitary Musings, had she made 
Her Sodjourn , 'till allconscious Nature bade 
The Earth lift up its Voice in Awe and Fear 
And speak, of God: listening the while she stayed, 
'Till forth unconsciously she broke in Prayer, 
Feeling one God within, around, and everywhere! 

37. Thus (her own Soul her Oracle,) she grew 
Unto the Bloom of fifteen sunny Years, 
Like an halfopen Flower which the Dew 
Of Heaven , working silently , uprears , 

"Till this one Thought the Source of all her Fears 
And Hopes was grown , the very Breath whereby 
She lived! 'twa^ this which e'en to Suffering's Tears 
Imparted Rapture worthy of the Sky, 
For Love can turn e'en Pain to purest Ecstacy! 

38. Where Selflove rules, there of all Good is Dearth! 
For lofty Things are born of Sacrifice , 

Yea! 'tis the Sacrifice that gives them Worth, 

And makes them what they are! then if thou 'rt wise. 

When that which of all Things thou moat dost prize 

Is at thy Hands required, thou will there - 

At be rejoiced , wellknowing that the Skies 

Will thro thy Heart tenfold the Loss repair, 

By making God more truly thy one Good! and where 
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43. Here would she pray within the simple Aisle, 
Pillared by Treestems branchlDg up on high 
Into a shady Leafroof , whence the pale 

And greenish Light fell on her upraised Eye: 

The Wind lowwhispering , as it murmured by, 

A natural Music suited to the Place, 

No proud Display of Man 's vain Melody, 

Tickling the Ear when he should bow for Grace, 

With haply some Bird's Note, to break, but not efface, 

44. The holy Quiet of the stilly Air, 

So soothing to the Soul, when allalone 

It would hold Commune with itself, and bare 

Its inmost Wishes , kneeling at the Throne 

Of Mercy, ancl in Meekness calling on 

The Heavens for Aid. for she had formed a Plan ^ 

( And what we trust we can do is half done , ) 

By Love inspired with that Faith which can 

Impart prophetic Powers , and make the Will of Man 

45. Rockfirm and fixed! for when the Anchor of 
His Hope is cast into Futurity, 

No passing Tempest of Time 's Sea can move 

The Lifebark riding calm and quietly 

Amid its Uproar! thus Man's Will, which by' 

Frail Passion 's evtry Wave and Breath is blown , 

When it has bent its Energies to high 

And holy Ends , is not upheld alone 

By nrartal Powvrs, when pure God makes the Cause his 

46. And what so pure as hers? can Angels feel (own! 
A purer Love than that whose deep Roots grow 

In a Child's Breast, which for a Father's Weal 
^ Would sacrifice each cherished Hope below. 
Refusing thro' all Grief and Pain to know 
A single Joy save that of Sacrifice ? 
Whose Love thro' Life's cold selfish Sea could flow 
Fresh as the Fountain when its Waters rise. 
Without one bitter Drop, one Stain in its pure Dyei! 
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47. Love is the Well of Blessedness, not sweet 
hself alone , but making too the Taste 

Of each Bliss doubly so; unlike Earth's fleet- 
ing Joys , which, when the first Sweet is efiaced. 
Like Poisongoblcts honeysmear'd, and placed 
To lure us on .behind them leave for aye 
The Bitterness of Death and Sin! then haste 
To this Elysian Fount, of which all may 
Drink largely, then let all do so , for far more, yeaf 

48. Than Pegasean Fount, can it inspire 

To all high Thoughts and Deeds T now to the Wood 

Her Path she traced, full of that one Desire, 

And after praying for due Fortitude 

To Him whose Grace imparts all that is Good , 

All holy Thou^rhts and Inspirations clear. 

That He would please uphold in her the Mood 

Of calm, unswerving Faith, that doubteth ne'er, (Fear, 

When all seems Doubt, nor fears when all gives cause for 

49 Homeward she turn'd, with firm Will to address 
The first of her dear Parents she should meet , 
But as she neared the House her Heart did press 
Its Prisonbars, for on the Doorsideseat , 
Placed opportune to catch the Middayheat, 
In such a Clime no Idler's Luxury, 
Her Father sat : tho' overhead' no sweet 
And beeloved Sycamore rose shady by 
It. as in sunnier Lands, with fanlike Majesty, 

50. Where Age may sun himself, and blithe Youth sport 
Life's sweet , brief Holyday away in Peace; 
Selfmastering her Fears , and cutting short 
All Doubts by timely Action, she did ease 
Her Heart in Words , and ever by Degrees 
Her Speech grew warm with that sweet Eloquence 
Which pleases without studying how to please : 
For what the Heart prompts ever is good Sense, 
JmdodiigodlikeCaUffotOod'gyoice speaks from th^uce 1 
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51 . She pray 'd her Father's Leave that she might go 
And ask his Pardon of the Emperor , 
Where, In his Pride and Pomp, by Neva's Flow 
Of icy Waves he sits, upon whose Shore, 
( Almost dreamswift) , a barren Waste before , 
Th' Imperial City rose : a helpless Maid , 
Worldignorant, and, save in Faith, most poor! 
Yet oft the vfeakest Vessel Heaven hath made 
The Medium of its Revelations, and arrayed 
52. Its own invisible Powers on the Side 
Of Innocence and feeble Womanhood ! 
Not with the Warrior's Arm, nor with the Pride 
Of Sword and Spear, doth Heaven work out the Good 
Jt has in View, nor wills one drop of Blood 
Be shed in aught to which its Agency 
May be vouchsafed! but oft in gentlest Mood, 
Like the Springsbreath , we feel its Power nigh. 
Filling all Things with Life, Peace, Love, and Harmony! 
ftS. Oft has the Majesty of Innocence 

Atchieved what Nerve and Muscle could not do. 
Oft worked a Miracle upon the Sense 
Of hardened Guilt, 'till Consciousness would flow 
Of something before which all Strength must bow. 
On the crimedarkened Soul : a Babe 's weak Cry , 
As 'twere God's Voice, has stayed the Murderer's Blow/ 
Yea ! it is God's own Voice . for he speaks by 
The Babe's Lip, and in perfect Innocence is nigh! 
54. There is a JVedkness far above all Strength! 
Us Power in calm , enduring Faith doth lie, 
Tho' baffled oft , its Triomphs come at length, 
E 'en as the Ice is soonest melted by 
The gentlest Breath, not by the Storms which ply 
Destruction 's Task , allpowerless to create ! 
This Weakness has no Pride nor Vanity, 
'Tis meek and fearful , tho' of high Estate, 
Btit Pride is frail, for he his Strength doth oyerrate. 
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55. Selfcoofident where Wisdom takes most Heed! 
Therefore the Lord delights exceedingly 

To make a EMlIar of Strength of the frail Reed , 

By Weakness to put down the Proud and High , 

And turn to naught by meek Simplicity 

The Wiles of Craft! there is no Thing so low. 

So despicable in Ambition's Eye, 

But he can hallow it to Good, and show 

By it that Hosts are needless to him here below! 

56. Yea! thus He works his Miracles, by Means 
Worthy of that He is, the God of Love, 

Of Truth, and Mercy, while we Men, by Scenes 

Of Strife , Destruction , and brute Uproar, prove 

That Nerve and Sinew cannot lift above 

The Beasts that perish! wonder not then ye^ 

(For not the Eagle but the gentle Dove 

Was missioned for the Olive) when ye see 

God 's Wisdom working by this Maid's Simplicity! 

57. Older her Father far in reckoned Years , 
Yet but a Child, the merest Child indeed, ' 
Compared with her: for not by Days or Years 
Faith measures Man's Perfection ! Flesh may need 
Seasons and Times to ripen , like ihe Seed, 

In its brute Fashion, but the Soul is free 
At one bold Bound, by perfect Will selfFreed, 
To leap at once into Eternity, 
And to anticipate what shall hereafter be! 

58. She was bfjvndall Years ^ all Age, all Time, 
As old as Love and Truths and they were born 
Before this Earth, and in a happier Clime! 
Her Father's Date was but as he had worn 

This fleshy Husk, 'twas young, now old, and shorn 
By Time of its first Bloom : but she, oh she 
Had lived the Life that dyeth not, had torn 
The Veil from off the Future, and could see • 
The Shape she was to live in everlastingly! 
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59. 'A greater than Medea thro* her Veins 
The true Lijeessence had infused , the high , 
Calm Pulses of eternal Life, from Pains, 
And Doubts , and Fears , set free , allequably 
Beat in her Bosom , and she could not die! 

Time could not bring her Wisdom who had learned 
The Lore already of EternUjr .' 
Nor perfect where no Flaw could be discerned. 
Nor yet reward whose Wages were already earned! 

60. That godlike Sclfcontedness had she 
Which of all other Blessings here below 
Is the Beginning and Epitome, 

In which they all are centered, even so 

As the Rose into its ripe Bud doth throw 

The Essence of its purest Energies! 

Naught had she, yet had all Things! asked for no 

Increase, yet had that Wealth which multiplies 

The more the more 'f/fM«e£/,and which a//Wants supplies! 

61. Oh blessed Thought! to think that in our own 
Soleselves we have all that which we require! 
Thus nourished on Faith 's daily Br(*ad alone. 
The Goods of Earth to her were but as Mire! 
Ether unconsciously did she respire. 

She was an Angel to herself unknown , 

Rich beyond fVealth, and blest beyond Desire I 

Thus without Search and Effort had she won 

The perfect Treasure , which is et/ery Good in one ! 

62. Such was the Being who now prayed in vain 
Her Father for Permission , but he made 
Light of her fond Request, and she in Pain 
And Shame burst into Tears : not that afraid 
She felt herself, tho' no Voice spoke to aid 
Her Prayer : for all their Anger she had come 
Prepared to meet, but Bidicule betrayed *« 
That Weakueda Which slill finds a secret Home, 
When for ils o<Aer Shapes the Heart will make no Room. 
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6S. And now the Rotes of three Sommen more 
Had mantled on her Cheek , and Womanhood 
Gave to her Purpose Strength unfelt before : 
It had grown with her Growth , and was the Food 
Of all her daily Thoughts, and oft she would 
Repeat her former Prayer more earnestly ; 
Chidings and Ridicule she had withstood , 
For ever a still Voice within was nigh , 
Which cheered her ,whisperuigthat herHope was not aLie ! 



THIRD PART. 



1 . t^he was not skilled in Learning as 'tis taught 
In CoUedges and Universities, 

In all the idle Nicknames with which Thought 

Is labelled by those Bookapothecaries , 

Logic and Metaphysics , Husks where lies 

No Soul of Good; true Wisdom still will thrive 

Without these , Love more than their Place supplies! 

And a he who made the Lipiand Heart can give 

Wisdom and Eloquence » , that noblest, how to live' 

2. She had no Booklore, and was little wise 
Save to Salvation , yet the Soul can mak€ 
Itself an Education from what lies 
Around it, keep its Faculties awake 

By Things at which the Bookworm scarce would take 

A passing Glance : Life has a living Lore 

Not like that of dead Books, and they who fake 

The Ashes of the Past may pore and pore , 

Yet learn not half so much as from one acted Hour 
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3. Of what Stuff they are made , what capable 
Or not to do : true Wisdom does not lie 

In the much Knowledge, but in knowing weii: 

Oft in much Knowledge is much Vanity, 

Tis but an inert Mass, unquickened by 

That Love which puts it into Act and Use 

For God's high Praise; there is too frequently 

A Pride of Knowledge leading to Abuse, 

And to Hearthardness Faith all Grace doth still refuse . 

4. That she had Wisdom in the truest Sense , 
They who know what the Gospelpreachers taught 
Will doubt not, Wisdom free from all Pretence, 
Childlike in its Simplicity, and fraught 

With that Meekheartedness so vainly sought 
In the proud Schools of Earth's Philosophy. 
He who, according to his Means, in aught 
Believes a Fellowcreature's Misery, 
Is wise not unto Time but to Eternity ! 

5. Fulloft the Words of Life seem meaningless 
In the broad Glare of Earth *s Prosperity, 
But in the Darkness of our sore Distress 
The Soul is forced to seek internalljr 

A Strength not yet put forth, obscured oft by 
The Pomp and Glitter of the World : then on 
Our Sight the Lifewords shine exceedingly , 
With a celestial Radiance , unknown 
Before, like Phosphorwrlting when Daylight is gone! 

6. The Wisdom of the Earth is as tJie JSarih, 
After the Flesh , and tilmy is her Eye, 

It looketh not beyond her Place of Birth; 

The Earth is very cunning carnally , 

And he whose Wisdom cometh from on high 

Would be a Jest and Mock to the worldwise. 

His Wisdom Foolishness! how can Earth by 

The Earth embrace the Spirit 's Mysteries? 

God's Truths to carnal Comprehensions turn to Lies! 
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7. And Wisdom to be Wisdom must be sought 
And loved for her own Sake, else of her Lore 
The Spirit will evftporate, and naught 

But Dregs remain; one sole Seed from the Gore 

Of her Hesperian Apple is worth more 

Than all the Fruit beside, for in it dwells 

The pure Lifeessence: like the genuine Ore, . 

AVhen made a Traffic of, her Principles 

Are mixed with baser Stuff and earthly Particles. 

8. Unto the World the Gospel was and is 

A Slumblingblook: the caraalminded seek 

Wordwisdom, vain Display, and so they miss 

That pure Illumination which the meek. 

Being Qt, receive, and the World's Strength is weak 

To strive with Foolishness : for strong Desire 

And fVish to comprehend alone can break 

The Seal of God 's high Truth , which, like the Fire , 

Cleanses true Gold, but burns the drossy in its Ire ! 

9. Three Years had flown, and Time, who severs oft. 
Had twined the Tendrils of their Hearts more close , 
And Love, whose sweet Breath can make sweet and soft 
E'en Bondage's bleak Air, had soothed the Throes 
He could not heal, and thus the Thought to lose 
Their only Daughter, when Oldage drew on 

With his accumulating Load of Woes, 
Sickness, and Pain at being left alone, 
Wassnapping the last Thread Life's frail Hope hu ogupon! 

10. And oft, when in their Sorrow they would pray 
Her not to go, she answered but with Tears, 
For her Heart coul not find to say them nay , 
Yet her firm Purpose bent not to their Fears : 

As Water Drop by Drop the, hard Rock wean , 
So did the Minutes one by one remove, 
( And with their paltry Space Time builds his Years, 
And makes and mars ) all Obstacles that wove 
The Net of Difficulties^ rent intwain by Love. 
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11. Yea! for Love's gentle Touch is mightier far 
Than that of strongest Giant , and can make 
A Host recoil, if such her Course should bar! 
The Gordian Knot of Hindrances , which shake 
The Warrior's Will, which brute Strength cannot break 
Asunder, she undoes in gentlest Guise , 
Naught can resist, all Things for her sweet Sake 
Lose their worse Natures, of her holy Eyes 
One Glance can conquer him who all brute Force defies ! 

1 2. Behold her by the Streamside^ she has done 
Her hard Daystask of Washing at the Brook, 
And she is stooping down to place upon 
Her Shoulder its moist Load. Pride do not look 
So scornfully, as tho' thou couldst not brook 
Such Things, illsuited to fastidious Ear : 
Of human Life, not in a giltedged Book 
Of fanciful Romance, thou readest here^ 
The Trappings are east off, that clearer may appear 

13. The godlike Outline in its sublime Truth! 
Nor can, I trust. Time quench entirely 

The holy Fire that warmed the Breast of Youth : 

And Form and Custom tho* they dull the Eye 

And Ear to Life's real Scenes that 'round as lie^ 

And shut us in a hothouse Atmosphere 

Of sickly Prejudice and Vanity , 

Yet cannot conquer Nature^ still the Tear 

OfPity Chance callsforth,tho'dull, cold Hearts will sneer! 

14. After some Cross-signs and a mental Prayer, 
She was about to take her Load , when lo , 

One, whom she knew^ stopped short , and with an Air 

Of Mockery accosting her, said, « so 

Now of itself your Linen Home would yo , 

Had you but made a few such Trifles more : » 

Thereat, for tho' a Fool he was kind too. 

He placed on his own Back her Load, and bore 

It to the House, uot thinking on his Speech before. 
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15. Arriyed, he boasted in his Pleasantry 
Of having saved the Girl a Miracle , 
For being half a Sceptic, he mast try 

His Wit on sacred Things , which Fools love well 

To turn to Jest, tho' why they cannot tell; 

Poor Wretches! they are to be pitied more 

Than else, for, like the Clapper of a Bell, 

They but repeat what Fools have said before, 

'Tis the Beast's Nature, Bell or Fool, so pass it o'er! 

16. They are but as the Child by the Seaside, 
Who digs his little Trench , nor doubts that he 
Can compass in its paltry Space the Tide; 

So these Men , who before their dim Eyes see 

The mighty Ocean of Eternity, 

Can comprehend it not : all that they view 

Is some small Fraction of Infinity, 

Some Sandgrains which they weigh , and yet these too 

To Wisdom prove as much as Suns and Worlds can do! 

17. The vast, capacious Intellect looks on 
This goodly World, and being itself wise 

Can trace the Wisdom in its Workings shown : 

The Heart that looks abroad with Love's quick Eyes 

Can trace the Love that framed the Earth, and plies 

Its daily Tasks in sublime Confidence! 

But here nor Head nor Heart we recognize. 

They mock their Maker with the vain Pretence 

Tohidefrom others and themselves their Want of Sense ! 

1 8. And such was this Man , yet rebuked he stood 
By Wisdom speaking thro' the Lips of one 
Whose Mind was simple as her Heart was good : 
Who by her Piety would fain atone 

For Evil , tho' 'twere by another done ; 

And thus she spake, a could I do otherwise 

Than place my Trust and Hope in God alone, 

Seeing that He in thee hath made arise 

A Servant to his Will, whose Will thou do'st despise ?» 



I 
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19. Thereat abashed the Sceptic quick withdrew. 
All his gay Rhetoric and Fence of Thouglit 
Foiled by an artless Girl, whose Lip ne' er knew 
A single Witstroke save what Truth had taught; 
And many an Example, if twere sought. 
Would History afford, to teach us hoW"* 

E*en with the Fool and Sceptic God hath wrought 
The Glory of his Name , turning the Blow 
Aimed by Impiety to lay the Smiter low! 

20. Catching within the Net himst^lf had spread 
Th'Ensnarer's Foot, and thro' the Mockery 
Of Scoffers raising up a Cause nigh dead ; 
For in the moral World's Machinery 

(Whose Movingimpulse comes but from on high. 

That regulates vast Spheres, least Atomies ) 

A counteracting Principle doth lie. 

And Foeattempts, as 'round the Circle flies , 

Prepare the Way for Truth's most glorious Victories! 

21. E'en as the Earth transforms the Filth we throw 
Upon her Bosom into goldeared Grain , 

So from Man's Crimes and Vices there doth grow 

The perfect Growth of Good ; he toils in vain , 

To Selfconfusion , selfinflicted Pain 

And Misery, save when he works with God, 

A mightier Power Ins Efforts doth constrain. 

And Men and Nation's Sufferings surely goad 

Back to stern Duty's Path, when they forsake her Road. 

22. Oh mark his Wisdom , yea , observe it well , 
Working vast Change by simplest Agency, 
Sel/regiilated: in Man's Heart doth dwell 
A comprehensive Principle, an high, 
Corrective Spirit of Humanity 

And Justice, oft obscured, extinguished ne'er: 
Thus Man by Man , and Nation ever bjr 
Nation is judged, thus are we forced to bear 
Set/witness, to selfpunish every Crime done here 
^ol. 11 2t 
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25. Acknowledging it just by our own Deed 
And proper Act! nor can we inculpate 
Our Maker , for oaraelTes have sowed the Seed 
Whose Crop we reap in Bloodshed, Goilt, and Hate, 
'Till Humannatnre, roused, doth reprobate 
lit own Mitdeedtf and on u»elfdoth call 
For and inflict due Sentence , every Stat« 
Is subject still , how greatsoe'er or small , 
To universal Conscience overlooking all! 

24. All Men condemn in others Sins which they 
Themselves are guilty of, thus each is by 

His own Lips sentenced when he goes astray f 

And this pure Spirit of Humanity 

Speaks as invested with Authority , 

It summons Nations to its Bar, and there 

Foredates the Judgment too of the Mosth'^b, 

Nay , it is his own Voice, for if it were 

Not, it could not do so, nor that high Office bear! 

25. God do^s not punish us as we believe : 
Evil and Good are at Man's Choice, bis own 

Will makes them, bis own Hands the Tbreadsstill weave 

Into the fatal Life woof, be alone 

Dyes them, with his own Deeds! black, blue, or browD^ 

Or btoodred, as may happen , as they leave 

Fate's Distaff one by one, for all at first 

Are white as Innocence! tho' he may groan , 

And rail at Fate , and call himself accurst , 

Yet by himself and no one else the Seeds^are nursed! 

26. Evil is like the Earthquake, calm and still. 
In the Earth's Bosom cradled, lo! it lies , 
As a Babe on its Mother's Breast, untill 
The Elements supply it Force to rise 

In Action ,then at Havoc's Gall it flies 

Forth to lay waste, and level Tower and Town \ 

So in Mau's Breast, 'till he himself supplies 

The Fuel , and the Breath by which 'tis blown , 

His Deeds the Fuel, and his Will the Breeuh alone I 
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27 Or this Illprinciple within Man's Breast 
Is like the Tigercub from Infancy 
Handfed, and reared up as a tame Housebeast, 
The Babe may play with or beside it lie : 
But if Blood wet its Lip, with sudden Cry 
Instincts that slept awake, and terrible 
The fFildbease glares with furyflashing Eye! 
The first bad Thought to this Illprinciple 
Is as the first Bloodtaste , and breaks the fatal Spell! 

28. Then take ye Heed to think no ill, for Thought 
Is the first Germ, and without this is none : 
No Finger can be lifted up, nor aught 
Said or but looked, unless a Thought has gone 
Before : the ripened Fruit that hangs upon 
The Bough, the Bough itself, the fullgrown Tree, 
All are but an Unfolding of the one 
Small Seed , then tame thy Thoughts, or they will thee. 
Still as the Seed was first the Fruit's Taste too must be ! 

29* Thus of all 111 is Man himself sole Cause, 
But yet 'tis passing. Good alone can be 
Eternal , coming from God: for still his Laws 
Uphold and give it a sure Victory; 
But he who with the fearful Ministry 
Of Crime and (jruilt would make ill Things to thriye. 
Calls a dread Spirit from the Abyss, where lie 
The dormant Elements for Mischief rife. 
To work with his own Will 'gainst his own Peace and Life ! 

30. But if he labour for Gods Wages here, 
Not in the frail Works of Man's foolish Pride 
And vain Imaginings, he need not fear : 
A mighty Champion is at his Side 
Who for his Fellowcreatures has denied 
Himself I the Spirit of Humanity 
Avenges and upholds, his Works abide, 
For not in Time but in Eternity 
Their Base is cast, and they theJilements defy! 
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31. And ye, ye Glmyeyed, whose dull Moleken 
Cannot embrace the wide Horizon of 
Eternal Truth and Wisdom, ye, who when • 
Ye see a Sleammachine almost selfmove 

By the brute Aid of Springs, extol above 
The Skies this wonderful Invention , by 
AVhich Man's creative Powers ye would prove. 
Yet cannot trace the vast Machinery / 
Of moral Causes to a Source beyond the Eye! 

32. Ye Fools! when ye behold a Sleammachine, 
Ye trace it to its Maker, and with high 

And sounding Names pronounce him half divine I 

And what is this fair World to Faith 's'clear Eye 

But a like Piece of vast Machinery, 

Only incomparably grander and 

Afore perfect? where not one least Spring is by 

Time worn away, nor aught demands the Hand 

That made it to improve the least, least Thing it planned! 

33. Where, from the Glowworm to the Stars , all is 
As when he first created it , where tru~ 

Ly all selfmoves, not needing even his 

So sublime Hand to alter or renew! 

The Clouds float onward thro' th' eternal Blue, 

No one knows whence or wither , and in the 

Vast Workshop, from the Framing of a Dew- 

Drop to the Darkening of Suns, does he 

Prepare and foresee all, yet Himself none can see! 

34. And yet all feel him , all, down even to 

The lea«t, least Heart that beats! all, all save yc. 
Who feeling liim not, therefore y^c/ naught trU" 
Ly or sublimely, for since in each he 
Its Highest constitutes, how can it be 
Save thro* Him known or estimated right ? 
Therefore in all this lovely World ye see 
Him not, nor trace Him in the Stors by Night, 
Too vast the Characters , too^dazzling for your Sight! 



.-— * 
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35. Yet there his Name is writ more legibly 

Than the Word « God » is in the Prayerbook! yea! 

So much more so that e'en the Infant's Eye, 

Who from his Mother's Lip has learnt to pray. 

Ere he can spell the Words he is too say, 

Can read it there as nowhere else! in no. 

No Book , however eloquent it may 

Show forth his Praise! but ye cannot spell so (know! 

Well as the Child that Name, tho* much/c' ve read and 

36. Ye very Fools! what is your Ignorance 
But Impotence of Heart and Mind to see 
And feel what is so clear? all is but Chance 
And blind Result to your dull Sight, for ye. 
Being reasonless yourselves , think it must be 
More reasonable that the World should know 
No Ruler, than that , harmonised and free 
From Contradiction , all Things should be so. 

So grandly made one supreme Being's Power to show! 

37. But e'en of ye is Wisdom justified , 
As of her belter Children, ye do show 
That Ignorance is still the Root of Pride , 
If for no higher End ye live below: 

The Wiseman points ye out, as by ye go. 

Like the poor drunken Helot, to deter 

From such brute Imbecility, and so 

Wisdom is even with ye , tho' to her 

Sweet Voice the Driveller's Bray your Assesears prefer! 

38. And now I leave you to the scornful Sneer , 
The Jabber, and the insane Mockery, 

With which ye would assail mc, could ye hear 

This most deserved Rebuke: tho' ill can I 

With my weak Voice uphold the Majesty 

Of oftinsulted Truth: she does not need 

A Weapon from my scanty Armoury, 

One Glance of her calm, aunbright Eyes can breed 

Dismay and nerveless Fear, and like a windshook Reed 
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S9. Her base Foes quail when retributive Light 

She flashes on them, aud iike Cbaffthey're blown 

By her calm Breath into Oblivion's Night! 

From ye I turn to one whom she doth own. 

The purest Jewel in her starset Crown, 

If not the brigkiesi: others there may be 

More dazzling, to the vulgar Eye made known 

By Gloss and idle Splendor, yet is she 

The calm.clearlustred Gem, from Earth's least Flaw quite 

40. Which will support the microscopic View (free! 
Of those who put no Faith in the proud Claims 

Of human Virtue, for the heart is true. 

And thence a steady Brilliance (not the Flames 

In sudden Snatches , with which Passion aims 

At dazzling the Beholder) but calm Light, 

pure Centralfire, is thrown: Virtue which shames 

Those showy Efforts, a vain World's Delight, 

Which on its wide Stage love to strut in all Men's Sight! 

41. Six Months had taken Wing, since, happy Day! 
She saw the Messenger depart , who bore 

Her Father's Prayer to Tobolsk: who shall say 

How her Heart beat? the Summertide passed o'er. 

The Peasant gathered in his Winterstore, 

And Time , who ripens all Things, saw again 

Their deepest Sundyes on the Corn, before 

The Messenger returned: oft would she strain 

Her Eyes along the Road, and watch, and watch in vain ! 

42. Oh Bitterness of Hope delay 'd, that takes 

All Chaim from Ear and Eye , she could not see 

How the green Wheat grew gold, or how the Bhikes 

And Flowerbanks reechoed to the Glee 

Of Bird and Insect , with the Miuistrelsy 

Of the Hedgecricket rang. Spring, Summer sped. 

Setting Bud, frozen Grass, and Flower free, 

Kissing the Apple's Cheek to rosy Red, 

And strewing in the Path where Winter's Step must tread 
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43. The Year's ripe Glories 1 but she saw all this 
liike one who to its Joy is not awake: 

She marked not how the Summer's quickening Kiss 
Worked on the young May , saw not the lean Snake ^ 
- Long uDsunn 'd, creep from out the ferny Brake, 
Mor counted by the Cornear's deepening Dye 
Th^ Hours, nor heard the Breeze the Wheatsheaf shake: 
On Hope 's unreal Breath she lived , not by 
The present Atmosphere, but in Futurity! 

44. At length, oh joyous Thought! the Answer earned 
Hope longsipce chilled within her Father's Breast, 
N'ighspeut 'mid its own Ashes, with faint Flame 
Burnt up, tho' but enough just to attest 

That still it lived, then sank again , opprest 

By Certainty: for tho' the Letter said 

That Tyranny 's strong Hand dared not arrest 

The Daughter being free , yet well be read 

In its fixed Silence that all Hope to him was dead . 

45. The bitter Drop was poured into the Cup, 
And it ran over: Hope is sweet , altho' 

More baseless than a Dream, for Flowers spring up 
Wheree'er his Summerbreath has leave to blow. 
And none without that Breath on Earth will grow : 
Still in Reality's harsh Atmosphere 
They fade: the Future with Hope's Seed we sow, 
And hoping for the Fruit, e'en tho' it ne'er 
Should ripen, by that Hope enjoy it Year by Year! 

46. Her Father took the Passport , and he said 
She should not go: but the Heart's Augury 
The inmost Thought writ in the Face can read. 
And there she saw that , selfunconsciously , 

He cherished still a Hope that would not die. 
Therefore she Solace took with her own Thought, 
Not questioning God's Will too curiously. 
Since to its Consummation he had brought 
Tbus lar her Hope ^ and for her visiby had wrought. 
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47. Aod she did well to trust to him who readt 
The Hearts of Men » aad shapes as they arise 
The inmost Thoughts, and quickens all the Seeds 
Of Good within the Soul that stiU relies 
Upon his Mercy , who unfihns the Eyes, 
That Good and Evil unto them may be 
Made clear; for he who doubts alone descries 
Clouds and tliick Darkness, and then laagheth hf 
Tn his own Heart at those whom Faith has tangfat to see. 

48 He says, « all is but Darkness », even so 
To him it is : but from the Point of View 
Whence we shauld look , all Things to Order grow. 
We see Link joining Link in Union-true, 
And God's allprcsent Wisdom reaching to 
The smallest Fibre of the Web; the Eye 
Of Faith alone the dread Handwriting knew. 
And carnal Wisdom stood abashed, when by 
The Voice of Daniel spake the Wisdom of the Sky! 

49. One Evening as the Twilightshadows threw 

Their lengthening Forms along the Earth , these three. 

Father, and Child , and Mother, sought to woo 

Oblivion to their present Misery, 

Cheating their Thought to seem awhile to be 

That which it was not, and therein most wise: 

For after all Man in his Thought is free 

To be that which he will, with Fancy's Eyes 

We may transform Life's Waste into a Paradise! , 

50. Thought itself is Eternity, for thro' 

What Means save this can we be so? its Scope 
Is boundless, Tjwuglu alone it us, thus tru* 
Ly we are what we think ! and sublime Hope 
(Not like the earthborn Antic, wont to grope 
Amid Its Dust , and laugh at us when we 
Hape clasped a Shadow ) to our Sight can ope 
Glimpses into a calm Futurity , 
And taste the Joys to come from all Mutation free! 
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51. Tlial (sublime Hope which changes not with Things 
Of Earth , but down from Heaven , like the Sun y 
On Man s else giiidcless Path its calm Light flings , 
By Mists iindimmed; ail else is Dust alone , 

The Victory soon or late by Time is won : 

He dulls thfi Edge of earthly Joys, and takes 

The Bloom from our young Years, strews Thorns upon 

The Pillow of our Rest, and likp the Snake *s 

EnvenomedToothyWhen cherish'd at ourHearts.he makes 

52. The deadlier Wound, with treacherous Injury 
Repaying our FooUove of Things so base! 

He takes Delight to give our Hopes the Lie : 

Each apish Morrow wears a double Face , 

One wrinkled sere , the other full of Grace 

And winning Smiles; thus still he lures us on i 

'Till Hope with his swift Step no more keeps Pace, 

Then leaves us in our Misery alone. 

To count and comment the last Sandgrains as they run! 

51. The Moon had risen, o'er thn sickled Corn 
Her soft , calm Radiance fell , where here and there 
The goldeared Sheaves lay piled against the Morn, 
When the blithe Reaper should return to bear 
The Residue away; the scarcestirred Air 
Seemed to bring with it Summer's dying Breath, 
Barely uplifting in his leafhid Lair 
The Owl 's Breastfeathers , or the Grass beneath , 
Where o'er the Glow worm's Lamp it wove its Fairy wreath! 

54. The Dewdrops, sparkling, on the Branches hung. 
Or fell scarcemarked, shook by the passing Wing 
Of nestretu ruing Bird: the Squirrel clung 
To the Beechboughs, most joyoushearted Thing, 
Blithe Tumbler ! for his own Sport wantoning , 
Careless what Eye looked on him , while below. 
Along the Ground , would run a Twittering 
Of some Earthdweller, oyerliappy to 
Gestign hit Heart to Sleep ere Joy had bad full Flow ! 
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55. Oh blessed Calm of Nature, could we tan* 
The passioDJarred Strings of Life by thee! 
If we were made Partakers of that Booa 
Of Blessedness and Peace , which all we see , 
By sweet Compulsion led imensHfly, 
Inherits at thy Hands ! the Bird his Song 
Carols at Will, the Squirrel in his Glee 
Neither with Surfeit nor Defect doth wrong 
Thy wise Indulgence , and his Life thro' Joy is long! 

56 All Things that breathe, in their own silent Wise. 
Approve their Maker's Goodness, all but we , 

We Men , who dare to scan his Mysteries , 

To doubt and question , when we 'd better be. 

Like the blithe Bird, from Selfannoyanoe free , 

£ii)oying his good Gifts; when Reason wakes 

As Children we no longer feel and see 

Life 's Blessedness , by us his staud he takes. 

And diseucbants, and where hejinds no Evil mak^sl 

57 These three were gathered , striving to beguile 

• 

Themselves of their own Thoughts, in that poor Cot 
Which was their Dwelling , Silence a brief While 
Followed the Biblereadiug , which had not 
Soothed to Forgetful ness of their sad Iiot 
These sorrowstricken Hearts : hopesick were they , 
For when the Body 's lied to one dull Spot , 
And goes its Tetherslength from Day to Day, 
At Times the Soul will flag, and suffer with its CUy! 
58. Bui shof the Daughter, knew nor Doubt nor Fear , 
Hope smiling beckoned ever at her Side, 
And thu' the Autumnwiuds came, whistling sere , 
To disenchant the Woods, and strip their Pride 
Of gold and purple Leafage, strewing wide , 
Like Winter's chill Forerunnecs, Earth's green Breast 
With all her withered Offspring, yet she eyed 
The saddened Scene with joyous Fancies blest,* 
For ia the Brightness of a coming Bliaa 'twa« drest! 
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59. Aod as. they sorrowsilent sat, she said. 
Wishing to change the Channel of their Thought, 
Open the Bihle, Mother dear, and read 

The Line I mention: so her Mother sought. 

For Hope and Fancy take Delight in aught 

That brings the Future more within the Sphers 

Of bright Conjecture : and from Omens wrought 

By seeming Chance our Guardianspirit here 

Draws sweet Convictions , and we feel the Presence near 

60. Of Powers ever watchful unto Good, 

E'en in the merest Chance , the commonest Thing, 

Which Minds by Scepticdoubts disabled would 

Not comprehend, no Faith interpreting 

The else dead Forms, in which, e'en as a Spring 

Deepbosomed in the Rock, unknown , unsought. 

The high Truth lies, 'till heavenly Ministring, 

Enlarging our Capacity, have wrought 

So that, by Tokens meaningless to others taught, 

61 . The Soul, where all seemed dark and blank, has bright 
Glimpses and Openings up, and groping tries 

By these to feel its Way towards the Light! 

Upliftings of the aweful Veil that lies 

Over the Life oi Things , the Mysteries 

Of the Soul's Bourne, whence ever and anon 

Some Recognition to our fond Enquiries 

Is echolike sent back, as half were won 

Of Death 's great Secret e 'en ere yet the Race be run! 

62. Faith has her Pisgahs, whence we catch afar 
Clear Glimpses of a Life not realized. 

But where, in Spirit, we already are. 

For the Soul in these Bounds is not comprized ; 

Tho' the Grave be a Barrier devised 

To mark its seeming Limits, yet it has 

High Privi ledge, and, as it sympathized 

Still with its Source , mysteriously doth pass 

From the«e Fleshshackles to the Life that is, and wm> 
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63. And ever will be: e'en as from ihe String 
Tho Music starts away, and then anon 

Is there again, triK* to its Ministering, 

Still hovering with airy Presence on 

Thr* palpable Instrument , which is alone 

Its earthly Tenement, when from tlie Spheres 

Its Spirit, to the Poet's Fingering won, 

Sprii^gs 'nealh his glowing Touch to charm Men 'a Ears 

And Hearts unto his own immortal Hopes and Fears! 

64. And now the Bible's blessed Page displayed 
The following Words, with Characters of Light 
As in Faith's own Handwriting there arrayed , 
As tho' an Aogel's Finger to her Sight 

Had pointed out the Passage, so , so bright- 

Impressed with divine Love, and bade her by 

A firm Belief interpret them aright , 

« God 's Angel called to Agar from the Sky , 

Aiidsaid,whatdostthou the re, fear no t,» thyLordisnigh! 

65. Thereat o'erjoyed the Maiden kissed the Book 
With her whole Soul upon her Lips, for she 
Felt at those Words as if empowered to look 
Into the Future's Womb, and there to see 

Th' Event not yet conceived, mysteriously 

Revealed beforehand; yea! for God makes known 

At Times his Presence unto those whom He 

Has not found wanting, by a Sign will own 

Their Faith, and send his Star to lead them duly on! 

66. What matters it tho' to the outward Eye 
No seraphwinged and radiant Form appear, 
Firetongued to speak the Will of the Mosthigh? 
These are but palpable Means, and needless where 
A high Conviction gives the Mind a clear 

And perfect Vision for God's Mysteries ^ 

The virtuous Soul is et^er in and near 

The Presence of its Maker, here stiilplie* 

h$ former T^aiAi, and commanes with its native Skies! 
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67. By our own Thoughts he works his Miracles 
The best , informs the Mind with ioward Light , 
And gives that Faith which its own End foreitUs 
jind realizes! school then these aright, 

Think always upon God , then will Hii Might 

Guard thee, yea! Himself in that Thought draws nigh. 

Still at our Side He is, tho' palpable Sight 

Behold Him not: fhe Light within our Eye, 

The «S'ow/ rV*e(/*whene*er it thinks aught grand or high! - 

68. But soon her Father's Voice from this sweet Dream 
Hecalled her, and he spake in Irony, 

As one of little Faith, n do ye then deem 

That God will send an Angel from the Sky 

To give ye Food and Raiment , or reply , 

Like to a Fortuneteller's juggling Tongue, 

To all that Man *s vain Curiosity 

May prompt him to demand? » biit he was wrong. 

For when with Faith we ask, the Lord delays not long. 

69. And at his Bidding all Things find a Voice, 
Even the very Stones; it is the Ear, 

The Sense, earthdu 11 'd, that ( when we shoald rejoice 

At the bright Visitations scattered here , 

Like Sunbeams, allaround, with Radiance c!ear 

From Heaven falling upon commonest Things) 

Will not perceive: the Heart Doubt reuders sere 

And dead to all celestial Visitings, 

Still should we distrust tho' an Angel's sunbrighi Wings 

70. Flashed o'er our Brows, for all is from within, 
And outwardly can come no Proof, no high 
And calm Conviction: from ourselves we win 
The Power to read the Language of the Sky , 
Th' Eternal to the Eternal must reply: 

But he who questions Sense on divine Things, 

Heaven's Oracles to him are as a Lie; 

For still to Earth his downward Spirit clings. 

And recognizes that alone which from Earth springs! 



\ 
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71. All this 1ui6w Prmscovy , and therefore sh« 
Replied, a I have no Hope , my Father dear. 
That God will send hia Angel down to me. 
Yet have I firm Belief thkt everywhere 

My Goardian spirit wilPhe by to cheer 
Me in my Honr of Need , and that tho' I 
Myself opposed this Impulse , Heaven's clear 
And inward Prompting, 'twould be uselessly. 
For with a mightier Bidding I do but comply 1 

72. And she was right, for be assured if to 
Ourselves we be but true, that Heaven ne'er 
Will fail us, yea! to be so is our tnie- 
Est, surest Guardianangel . ever near, 

Tliere where he most should be , in that one Sphere 

Where he can most effectually aid 

And counsel us, in our own Hearts! 'tis here 

The Angel must be sought, and we Itaue made 

Him for ourselves if we his Voice have but obeyed! 

73. Yea , she was right: for in our Hour of Need 
If God send not his Angel visibly 

With Hcavenmanna the forlorn to feed. 

Yet He himself still as we call is nigh, 

Worlting his Wonders so , so secretly 

With weekday Instruments , which Fools despise 

As being too familiar to the Eye ! 

For what were God if He could not devise 

Fit Means, without disturbing Nature's Harmonies? 

74. If everytime he would work out some Aim 
He were compelled to use strange Agencies, 

To stop the Course of Things, disjoint the Frame 

Of firmBxed Custon , and affright the Eyes 

Of old Experience by Juggleries 

Of Seose, Interpositions palpable, 

And vain display of vulgar Ministries? 

These are but Proofs of Impotence, as well 

As Want of Wisdom: when He works a Miracle 
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75. 'Tis not by disjoint Change, or palebrowed Fear , 
Or the eyedazzling Lightning, that he makes 

His Purpose known, his Will obeyed here! 

'Neath Life 's habitual Forms his Power wakes 

The Elements it works by, yet ne*er breaks 

Asunder the least Link in Nature's Chain 

Of daily Operations , Wisdom takes 

Things as they are, the Forms unchanged remain , 

But a new Spirit works within , nor works in vain! 

76. There is a gentle Strength, whose Symbol may 
Be oft a Child 's weak Voice , a Woman 's Prayer , 
A whispered Word, which yet none dare gainsay. 
For 'tis of God himself, and ever where 

This Strength is felt , it conquers, God is there. 
And the Soul bows before its Maker, whose 
High Presence fills it like a Breath of Air! 
Such Strength was Prascovy 's , and few could chuse 
But feel its Sway, when hallowed to such holy Use. 

77. Another Month had flown , yet still her Heart 
Beat with its unaccomplished Wish , in vain 
She hoped that Time, with his own silent Art, 
Would smooth the Way: deceived, she hoped again, 
For Hope in her was Faith , naught could restrain 
Or check its Growth: yet of her Father she 

At Times unto herself would half complain 

For thwarting thus the high Divinity 

Which oracled her Breast, and Thought soon stole the Glee 

78. From her young Voice, and threw a Cloud of Care 
O'er her ooceopen Brow, and oft away 

She would steal from her Home, to wander wher« 
The Branches, with the Autumnwinds at Play, 
Made sadden 'd Music, in that Wood where lay 
Her summerfavored Haunt: to her young Thought 
Made holy by sweet Fancies since that Day , 
When Faith's first Miracle for her was wrought, 
And to her inward Ear an answering Voice was brought. 
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7^. There would she listen, while the sightless Wind 
Whistled in fitful Snatches thro' the Trees , 
With other Meanings far than those which find 
Fit Utterance iu the flowerscented Breeze 
From Summer's ripe Lip blown; there would she tease 
Her Heart with Fretting, while, before JierFeet, 
Time lonnted with sere Leaves the Year *s Decrease , 
Warning her how all earthly Pleasures fleet, 
Like the Sprinfif's withered Glories.once so fresh andsweet! 

SO. Prime Moralizer! pointing still a Tale 
Of quiet Wisdom for a sober Eye 
With any casual Object, trite and stale. 
That Fools with heedless Step and Glance pass by : 
Employing Nature's sublime Imagery 
To teach the Lesson ever on his Tongue, 
Stamping the fallen Leaf with Meanings high. 
And mingling his deep Warnings with the Song 
Of Winds, and with all Things that to the Year belong! 

81. He bids the Flowers spring up on the Grave, 

The careless Moss o 'er Earth's proud Names, for so , 

Jn Jus own quiet Way^ he loves to have 

A harmless Triomph, teaching Fools to know 

The Difference He makes 'twixt high and low! 

He loves a Jest, and practical ones too, 

And where the Monarch's Palace stood bids grow 

The Dayseye, that Mankind may learn the True 

And During, vrhich resume theirPlaceas they should do! 

S2. Truth is his Fosterchild: neglected by 

The World, since from her starry Home she came 

To bless this thankless Earth , with Contumely 

Oft treated, oft unrecognized, to Shame 

Abandoned , oft robbed of her very Name, 

'Till Tinje, her firmest Friend, secures her high. 

Calm Triumphs, touching with her living Flame, 

Ojie after one. Men's Hearts, until thereby 

They Glow with divine Warmth, and clearer sees the Eye ! 
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83. Here communed she with Nature , 'till the Soul 
And Spirit of the Universe into 

Her Heart had sent that Impulse which the Whole 

Imparts to all with it in Union true; 

'Till every Thought and Fancy that she knew 

Was but an Echo of that holy Lore, 

That Poetry , which, by Degrees, will hue 

The Hearts of all who 're fitted to adore 

And feel God present in his Love in Earth's least Flower! 

84. For 'twixt the outward World and our own Hearts 
There is a secret Intercourse, whereby. 

Like Echo to the Yoice^ the one imparts 
A Consciousness of answered Sympathy 
Unto the other ; all that Ear and Eye 
Can furnish us , are Symbols of our Thought, • 
'Tis one same Truth conveying diversely 
Us high Convictions, and the Earth has naught 
But to a Type of inward Feeling may be wrought. 
8r». Here, in deep Sclfforgetfulness, would she 
Oft tarry, 'till the thickening Shadows made 
A pleasant Twilight for the Bat, here, free 
From all Intrusion , oft the first Star bade 
Her think with Selfreproach how much afraid 
At her long Absence must her Mother be , 
Her Fears still growing as the Sunbeams play'd 
Feebler along the Leaves of some far Tree, 
Or on the Cottagedoor, 'till she no more could sec! 
SG. Then would she hurry homeward , counting by 
Her beating Heart each Step, the while she thought 
Upon the Hours of quickpulsed Agon y. 
Which to her Mother's Bosom she thus brought 
By her Unkindness; then, with her untaught 
And simple Eloquence, she'd win their Ears 
To her Request, and beg, if they felt aught 
Of Love for her, or Pity for her Tears, 
That they would let her go, nor listen to their Fears. 
^ol. 11 22 



338 THE SIBEaiA.N BXILBS T4LB. 

87. Aud once, when more than was her|Wont she stay 'd , 
Her Mother thought that she was really gone , 

Like nestflown Bird, for aye , aud all dismay *d 
Embracing her , with Eyes where faint Smiles shone 
Thro' gushing Teardrops, with reproachful Tone , 
<( We feared that you were gone , my Child , » she said , 
<( Gone, gone, and we were left to mourn alone. 
Life were but as a Flower whence has fled 
All Perfume and all Bloom, soon waste and withered !» 

88. To which her Daughter, with sad Voice, replied, 
A Tone so melancholy , deep , and low , 

Like that of one who can no longer hide 

The whole Amount of some longcherished Woe, 

Which allunconsciously itself must show 

Tn each least Word and Look , so deep the Well 

From whence it springs to Life, so far below 

The Surface its full Source, «alas! too well 

My Mother knows what she would force my Lips to tell! » 

89. If you do fear to lose me, you will know 
That Pain too soon, for I can no more stay^ 
And with or without Passport must I go. 
For 'tis a divine Finger points the Way : 

And if you should refuse, oh then some Day y 

You will repent thereof, when I am far. 

Far, far away from you : yet whate'er may 

Betide , it is as vain with God to war , 

As think with idle Prayers to stay yon' sphereborne Star ! 

90. By these sad Words her Mother was so moved 
She sought by soothing Speech to tranquillize 
Her agitated Daughter, whom she loved 

The dearer for Life's many Miseries, 
Which had but ri vetted more closely Tics 
Prosperity's warm Sun oft melts intwain. 
As tho' they were as cold and frail as Ice! 
She promised her Consent, if she could gain 
Her Father's Approbation, or from him obtain 
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91. The Passport, without which she could not go; 
For there, where she was born, Man is not free 
To move as he may please, like Winds that blow 
Unshackled where they list , there Tyranny 

Is hundredhanded, Arguseycd to see. 

Its Spiderroeshes far and wide are thrown 

In all Directions; soulless Slavery 

Has there no Voice to make his Insults known , 

And Life's brute Breath is all that Man dares call his own ! 

92. At length the sweetest Word that mortal Ear 
Had ever listened to her Father spake; 

One Morming in the Garden she drew near 
Him and embraced his Knees , thereby to make 
Her Prayer more moving , and his Heart to shake 
With that eweet Language of the Face and Eyes, 
More eloquent than Words, Looks which can take 
Prisoner the Soul, its inmost Sympathies 
Reach with electric Shock, when in vain Echos dies 

93. The lagging Speech upon the unmoved Ear. 
She prayed him to believe she was urged on 
By divine Impulse, begged that he would hear 
God's Voice appealing to him in her own : 
Besought him not to thwart this only one. 
This only Prayer that she had ever made. 
Nor force her by , what he had never shown,' 
Undue Severity, to trust for Aid 

In God, and Pardon for thus having disobeyed 

94. A Father's Wishes , most unwillingly. 
Because her Love could chuse no other Way ; 
To these her Supplications, aided by - 

A half Conviction of some heavenly Sway 
Making its Presence felt , some latent Ray 
Of unextinguished Hope, and his Wife's Tears, 
The Father could no longer say her nay . 
Then as when suddenly the swift Wind clears 
A Space of azure Blue , and smiling forth appears 
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95. The mistdispelling Sun, so was the Face 
Of Prascovy , when with her joyous Ear 
She drank those Words, to her so full of Grace 
And all sweet Meanings; then around her dear 
And halfrepentant Father, with the Tear 
Which Sorrow lent to Joy still in her Eye , 
By one Thought's magic Light transformed, she, ere 
He could find Words, her Arm* flung lovingly. 
An unrestrained pouredforthherHeartin Utterance high: 

9(V. Coined into sweet Caresses, Looks of Love , 
And rapturehreathing Words; «oh Father dear, » 
Thus spake she , do you think that He above. 
Who thus has touched thy Heart , and hade thee hear 
Thy Daughter's Prayer, cannot incline the Ear 
And Heart likewise of him to whom I go. 
Our Emperor, tho' not one Friend be near 
To aid my Voice, from his own Haari he'll know 
T come not of myself, that Rings themselves must bow 

97. To Him whom I obey; » thus spoke the Maid, 
Already in the Future; naught knew she 

Of all the Circumstance and vain Parade, 

EyedazzlingPomp ,and hollow Pageantry, 

That hem in Power, lest it seem to be 

Tliat which it {«, all Nothingness and Show; 

For having in itself no Majesty 

Of native Worth, to which the Soul cnn Tiow, 

It wraps itself in Silk and Ermine , decks its Brow 

98. With that same gilded Bauble called a Crown, 
And hides its Vices from the vulgar Eye 

In outward Splendor: she saw not the Frown 

Of liveried OflSce, ready to deny 

The Sufferer's Prayer ere asked, the Mockery 

Of multitudinous Forms that hedge a Throne, 

Thorny and hard to pass, the Guards that by 

The Palacegate keep Watch *. she saw alone 

The£mperor,andgrasped the Prize shedeeni 'dherown ! 
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99. These Obstacles her Father , who well knew 

The World and its dark. Ways, to her"young Thought 

Painted in Hues to sad Experience true; 

He knew that Justice by the Ounce is bought. 

As any other Merchandise, that naught 

Is such a Luxury , or costs so dear. 

Had learnt that Truth far less than Gold is sought. 

That Innocence from Guile has all to fear. 

And that few Pilots know on Life's dark Tide to steer! 

100. But she replied, « that Providence, which reads 
The Hearts of Men , will aid me even there. 
Place on my Lip the moving Words it needs. 
And keep my Steps from falling in the Snare , 
Breathe into other Minds the Hopes I bear 

In mine own Heart: a Father's Liberty 

The Lord will Grant unto a Daughter's Prayer! » 

Seeing her thus resolved , reluctantly 

He fixed the Day, and left the Issue to the Sky. 



FOURTH PART. 



•«^ 



1. i^pirit of olden Times! that on the Brow 
Of Saint and Prophet with thy starry Wings 
Of Glory wouldst descend , be with me now, • 
Uphold and cherish , and from earthly Things 
Free thou my Thoughts , with heavenly Ministrings 
Create in me the Temper which I need , 
Give me that Faith which ever with it brings 
A Boon of Glory when ^tis felt indeed, 
Wisdom unto the Heart, and Eloqaence to fMd 
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2. The Lips with all high Utterance , that I, 
Tho' undeserviog of such special Grace, 
May» with the Breath of Inspiration high. 
Scatter the Ciouds that hide thy radiant Face , 
And give clear Glimpses of his Dwell ingplace 

To Man 's earthdarkened Soul : bright Paths of Light 
E 'en to God 's Throne, to which his Eye may trace 
The Radiance oft bursting on his Sight 
'Mid Mists of Earthliness, whose Majesty and Might 

3. He bows before unconsciously, yet knows 

Not well from whence it comes, 'till he be taught 

To recognize the Fount from which it flows 

In his own Soul : for from one Source is brought 

The Spirit wilh which his own Breast is fraught. 

And that same Majesty to which he bows, 

A 'kindred Essence, differing in naught, 

Save as its Mode of Operation shows 

Forth more or less His Praise to whom all Worth it owes ! 

4. Spirit that bor'st Elijah up to Heaven, 

In Firecar whose Path burned thro' the Skies, 

By whom to Sampson's Victorarm was given 

The Might of Hosts to smite God's Enemies: 

Who in a later Day unto the Eyes 

Oi Socrates reveal' dst thy radiant Form, 

And gave to Milton's Pen high Victories, 

Oh with thy Presence deign thou to inform 

My Heart, and with Faith's purest Altarfire warm! 

5. Glory to thee, bright Spirit! onceagain 
I Sing thy Triomphs of a later Day, 
Divine as in past Ages! not in vain 

We call on thee, and 'mid our Sufferings pray 

For inward Light to cheer us on our Way , 

Still canst thou work thy Miracles as in 

The olden Tiipe, not palpable it may 

Be, yet most clear to Eyes undimmed by Sin, (Din! 

And still thy low, calm Voice we hear 'mid Earth's harsh 
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C>. Glory and Gratitude! for still bright Gleams 
Of Light celestial across our Eyes, 
Our dim Eyes, pass, when all around us seems 
Wrapp'd in the Mists of Earthliness: in Skies 
Lowering and sad bright Openings-up arise. 
Some Angelswings divide the dark Midspace, 
And Glimpses of pure Ether, as he flies 
Down from God's Throne, we view, the Realms of Grace, 
And turn contented back to this brief So)Ournplace ! 

1. The Partingday was 6xed: who does not know 
Those Moments, doubly dear, that intervene. 
On which we lavish our whole Hearts , as tho' 
Our All was summed in them: her Father mean- 
While sought the few who seemed, or there had been. 
His Friendd and Fellowexiles , asked for Aid , 
But these Lipfriends, as is their Wont, I ween , 
Gave readytongued Advice , Excuses made , 
And, when their Curiosity was quite allayed, 

9. Took Leave, muchgrieved^ no Doubt, that they could do 
So dear a Friend no Service in his Need , 
At anjr other Time they would have so , 
So much Delight to help him, but indeed 
Just now they could give naught! such Fruit the Seed 
Of daily Intercourse brings forth in those 
Who wear the Yoke of Mammon, in whom Greed 
Is the foul Source whence every Action flows , 
Selfpnnished ,for the sordid Heart no real Bliss knows I 

9. Men who would not stretch forth their Hand to save 
A starving Fellowcreature, or deny 
To their own Mouths one Drop of all they have. 
One smallest, most superfluous Luxury, 
To moisten the parched Lip of Misery ! 
Two Friends alone he found , who with them brought 
Not -empty Words, but heartfelt Sympathy, 
Pursepoor, loverich, and tho' possessing naught. 
Yet willing to give all they had, unasked, unsought! 
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10. They brought the precions Balm of Sympathy 
Unto the wounded Heart, ihey gave away 
What all the Gold of Misers cannot buj- 
One Grain of: Wealth does hold a mighty Sway 
O'er earthly Goods, but there are some Things, yea! 
Some Tfungi there are , of which ye wot not , ye 
Who revel in proud Pomp and vain Display , 
That all the Gold that ever Eye might see 
Can purchase not, yet unto which the Beggar's /ree 
11. As is the proudest Monarchy and of which. 
By Right divine, he claims as large a Share! 
They are his Heritage! in these still rich, 
Tho' scarce a Rag his naked Back may bear ! 
Love, Wisdom, Truth, Religion, Faith, these are 
Still free as Light to all Men, yea! I say. 
So long as this glad Sun shall shine, this Air 
Be breathed by Rich and Poor, these things for aye 
Shall be the Soul's high Dower, and own no earthlier 
12. 'then fill your Cofifers to the Brim, ye who (Sway? 
Bow down to Mammon as your Idol here. 
Be your Prayers heard , and let him heap on yoa 
The yellow Dust ye covet, but no Tear 
Of Love or Sympathy , qoickstarting clear. 
Like a sweet Messenger of holy News, 
Shall tell that ye have Hearts, no Joy or Fear 
For others' Good shall change the cold Cheek's Hues, 
Nor from your Hoards shall ye e 'er draw one genial Use t 
1 3. Then grovel in the Dust, and take your FiU 
Of earthly Goods , celestial Things to ye 
Are Pearl to Swine: I wish ye no more lU 
Than in Truth's Glass to know yourselves, and see 
The perfect Shape of your Deformity ! 
For who could envy you , that in his Breast 
Feels an Heart beat? still proud to think that fae^ 
Tho* to him e'en the Crumbs would be a Feast 
Which from your Table fall, is not like ye at leatt I 
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41 . Ye cannot rob us of our Heritage , 
Your desecrating Touch ye cannot place 
On our Soul's Treasure : God for us doth wage 
A holy Warfare , and with Love and Grace 
Sweetens the Toils of this our earthly Race : 
The Goal decides the Winner; let Earth be 
Unto the Rich and Strong , let Power *s Face 
/ Frown at Truth's fearless Voice, still are we free. 
And Lords of all the Earth can yield far more than ye! 

1 5. What tho' ye be her Favorites ! what tho'. 
Spoilt Children , in her Lap she pampers ye , 
'Till every Pleasure to a Surfeit grow! 

Till, in the very 'midst of Luxury, 

Ye envy each poor Toiler that ye see , 

Who in the daily Sweat of his own Brow 

Eats his coarse, scanty Bread! think yc that we, 

Nature's uncared for Children , never know 

One Joy , because j-our Eyes and Hearts are dull and 

16. Poor Fools! the Lark sings for the Peasant's Ear (slow? 
As to the King's, the Mountains and the Streams, 
The Woods and Waters, unto all are dear! 

The Clouds build up their Palaces, with Beams 
And purple Hues of Evening, bright as Dreams, 
Not for the sated Eye of Wealth alone. 
But for the Poet , who in Rapture deems 
That to this dull Existence may be won 
The glorious Colors of a Life not yet begun! 
11. Aye! and pure Feelings, Aspirations high, 
And Fellowcreaturelove, and starry Lore, 
May oft be found 'mid Ra^ and Poverty! 
There where Fools least expect to find the Power 
And Majesty of Worth , it loves the more , 
In modest Privacy , t^hide its Head , 
For it gives forth its Sweetness like the Flower^ 
That allunseen by heavenly Dews is fed , 
Looking not for Reward, by this repaid instead! 
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18. And such were these two Friends: tho' poorer far 
Than all the rest, and Beggars but in Will, 

Tho' small of this Life's Goods their hardeam'd Share, 

Wrung from the niggard Grasp of Want, who, still 

Their stern Taskmaster, hardened them to 111 

And Suffering, yet left their Hearts at least 

Unchilled and kind, and ready to fulfill 

Each holy Prompting , and each h'gh Behest, 

Of that pure Soul of Love still reigning o'er their Breast. 

19. 'Twas a Septembermorn : the Month was now 
But eightdaysold, yet waxing strong apace. 
Like to a lusty Child in Youth's first Glow, 
And these two Friends had come to see the Face 
Of her they loved, to take Farewell , and place 
The scanty Sum that bought their daily Food, 

( A few poor Pence , yet stitl a Gift to grace 

A King) at her Disposal; but she would 

Not take it, no, tho' sore in Need herself she stood! 

20. Reader, the Godlike enters into this 

Coarse weekday Life — « a few poor Pence », to thee 

Sounds ill no Doubt, but unto me it is 

Full, full of Poesy, aDdjus£ thro' the ^ 

So seeming f^iteness of the Means we see 

Employ 'd! the Godlike, of \^'hich those peer Pence 

Are but the Bearers, hallows them to me : 

Is perfect Love not perfect Recompense? 

Then with them God himself might bepayedin thisSense ! 

21. The Dawn , the bright Dawn , glows in the fa^ East , 
And the Sun steeds are flashing forth the Day 
From their lightbearing Orbs: with ample Chest, 
And Hremaned Necks , curved haughtily. 

They blow the Darkness from Earth 's Face away. 
With prouddistended Nostrils! and e'en now 
Upon that parting Group hath stole a Ray, 
Celestial Messenger! the Hour to show , 
Sent by her God himself to bid the Wanderer go! 
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22. The Time is come , she said, and we must part; 
So saying, she sat down awhile, and stay'd 

'Till she had checked the Beatings of her Heart, 

Then thanked she those good Friends for their kind Aid, 

And promised that if Heaven should persuade 

The Emperor to set at Liberty 

Her Father, she would think of them : this said. 

As if to cheat the Sense of Misery , 

Andsteala Moment's Joy fromTime'sWings as they fly , 

23. They talked of casual Subjects, a brief Space, 
The Weather, with forced Caielessn.ess, as tho' 
Each could not read the Secret in each Face , 
The illfeigned Calm, the hollow Mask of Woe, 
That makes the Lip to quiver, pale to grow 
The Cheek, which strives to look itself in vain. 
For Nature, tho' subdued awhile, will show 

In some poor twitching Nerve the inward Pain , 

The Stoic's Mask must drop, and Men grow Men again! 

24. But such the Russian Usage : wise, 'tmight be. 
If we could conquer Nature; but, alas! 

The big Tear, and the beating Heartpulse we 
Cannot command! it is an idle Farce, 
A vain Attempt, Pride's Effort to o'erpass 
The Frailty of our mortal State, to seem 
Thai which he is not; each big Moment has 
A double Weight , with twofold Grief doth teem , 
A stern Reality within a painful Dream!*— • 

25. Imagination! paint thou what my vain 
And feeble Words are allunequal to ; 
Reader, let thy Heart speak y live o'er again 
The bitter Time, if such be known to you , 

When first, from thy dear Home, from kind, and true. 

And loving Hearts , at stern Necessity 's 

Inexorable Call, removed, on new , 

Strange, loveless Faces thou didst turn thine Eyes, 

And the World's harsh Voice chill 'd the Soul's warm 

Sympathies! 
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26. Slill will the Heart beat quick, still to the Eye 
In Afterlife th* unbidden Tear will rise, 
When on those Moments of deep Agony, 
Thro' the dim Veil which Time, stiil as he flies, 
Thro>vs o'er the Past, we look! then sympathize 
With what this godlike Spirit felt, the Throea 
By Duty claimed, a stern, high Sacrifice, 
Yea! more than to her Altar Virtue owes. 
When friendless , pcnnyless, her noble Part she choae! 

2". Behold her kneeling at her Father's Feet 
For his last Blessing! and if ever on 
A mortal Head a Blessing fell, with sweet 
And benign Influence, oh! then upon 
Her Virginbrow there surely hovered one. 
Brought by some viewless Angel from the Sky! 
We oursehes make the Blessing, we alone! 
It falls upon the Ear, a Sound passed by. 
Or bjr BelieJ'hecomea a living Agency! 

28. The last Embrace is o'er, that Heart to Heart, 
And Lip to Lip, had bound them : the big Tear 
Still trickies down unchecked, yet must they part. 
Unknowing when again they may meet here. 

On this cold, selfish Earth , so dull and drear! 
Which thrusts its icy Hand in Mockery 
'Twixt Heart and Heart , and with its Breath so sere 
Breathes on our young Affections, and they die. 
Withered up in the Bud, ere yet Hope's Dew be dry! 

29. And she is gone, nor turns back once her Head 
To look at her dear Parents, fixed , like Stone, 
Upon the Threshold, waiting , while she sped 
In Distance from their Sight , to give her one. 
One more Farewell, one Handwave, or one Tone 
Of the unconscious Voice, that murmurs still 

A vain Adieu! alas! their Child is gone. 

She dares not trust herself to look if stiU 

The J watch her, lest her Heart should rise againit herWiU ! 



TBE SIBRRIAH EXILE 's TALE. 349 

30. And there ihey stood ^ with straiiiin;:; Glance, until 
Their Daughter's Form, receding from their Eyes, 
111 the far Distance disappeared: yet still 

They gazed and gazed, as tho' the Boundaries 

Of Space retired, and they saw arise 

Object on Object to the Journeysend; 

Then waked they from their Dream, with Tears andSigha 

Turning to their sad Chamber, there to spend (send. 

The childless, desolate Hours, 'till Heaven Relief should 

31. No more that sweet Voice broke upon their Ear 
With the glad Music of its harmless Glee , 

Blithe as the Lark's, no more, like Sunbeam clear. 
The Loveglance from her young Eye did they see; 
Nature* s Interpreter to them was she , 
The Voice of all its Jojrs, from her the Light 
That brightened all Things came, and there could be 
No Joy when they saw not with her glad Sight , 
For Grief on their own Senses had diffused a Blight! 

32. And now those false] ipped Friends accused him sore 
Of having urged his Child to go : they made 

A Laughingstock of him , and sneered the more 

Because tkejr had refused him every Aid! 

As if, forsoolh, from Love to him they stay'd 

The ready Hand, lest of a foolish Thing 

He should repent, or to their Charge be laid 

The Blame of Illsuccess! thus did they bring 

Upon the griefbowed Head Shame's heavier Visiting. 

33. But let us leave them to his Mercy, who 
Hath Cosolation for the broken Heart, 
When human Aid is vain , and turn to view 
The .Wanderer whom we have seen depart. 
With whom we shared the bitter Pang, the Smart 
Of that Homeseparatton ; let us deem 

That we behold her, half in Terror, start 

To find how strange all Things around her seem. 

On waking the next Morn , how like a painful Dream 
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34. To be thus allalone: to feel no more 
The loyiDg Uandgrasp , that electrical 
Communicates its Message sweet, before 

The Words hame from the dear Lips Time to (all: 

To want henceforth , and feel the Worth of ^ all 

Those iittle, daily kindnesses, which are 

Poured in Life's Gup like Honeydrops, which small 

As they may seem, viewed singly, sweeten Cur, 

Far more than prouder Joys, that dazzle with yain Glare! 

35. Come now, Imagination, thou wouldst spread 
Haply thy Wings, and soar up to the Sky, 
But this once with me in the Footsteps tread 
Of poor and suffering Humanity: 

Yet are they holy, yea! as tho' they by 

An Angel walking on this common Earth, 

For the Fulfillment of some Mission high. 

Had been imprinted! thou art nothing worth. 

Save thou canst make thisScene bright as thy Place of Birth! 

36. Fold then thy Wings, thy rainbowplomed Wings, 
For in an Angel's Steps thou walkest now: 
Think not thou loweren thyself, tho' Things 

Of earthly Import seem to thee but low, 

, For in Reality they i^re not so! 
Tho* boundless be thy Ether, and thus dear 
To thee, yet haply 'tmay be found below. 
Yea! e'en four narrow Walls embrace that Sphere, 
To which thou lov'st to soar, as ya8t,as bright, and clear! 

37. 1 talk no Riddles, tho' of Miracles! 
Yet Miracles which everyday are wrought: 
Familiar , at Houteholdwords , the Spells 
By which we work them , yea! the Spells are taaght 
Not in dark Forms such as Medea sought 
To sway the Stars with, but in Lianguage clear. 
The clearest Nature speaks! in Actions fraught 
With human Feeling , and the Voice of dear , 
Domestic Love, still sounding sweetest in God^t Ear! 
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38. A little Child, that on his Mother '« Breast 
Lisps forth his Prayer, and smiles up in her Face, 
Ere softly she hath laid him down to Rest , 
Who, tho' unconscious of all Sin , for Grace 
Prays unto God, yet pure, and without Trace 

Of human Frailty, can work Wonders too: 
Can call down Angels to his Dwellingplace , 
To watch o'er it, and is the Medium thro' 
AVhich Love eternal works to quicken us anew ! 

39. Then come with me , yet, ever and anon , 
Thou shall have free Use of thy restless Wings, 
To soar wheree'er thou list'st, to gaze upon 

The Archangel's Face , when by God's Throne he sings. 

To tune thy Harp to his , and fit its Strings 

For holiest Themes! and when tho^i comest back 

Refreshed with thy ethereal Wanderings, 

To aid and to support, oh! be not slack. 

Speak with my Voice , nor let thine Inspiration lack! 

40. Away vain Forms of glozing Poesy! 
Upon no fabled Muse I call for Aid, 
But on thee, Father, nor wilt thou deny 

My Prayer, for thine own Spirit still has made 

Itself felt in me, it alone has prayed! 

And Iho' it be by these frail Lips of Clay , 

Yet in thy boundless Mercy thou hast bade 

Us call thee « Father, » raise thou then my Lay 

Into a Hymn of Praise: hear! 'tis thy Child doth pray! 

41. Come then , Imagination, we will pass 

Lightly the Ground her slow Feet measured o'er. 

With easy Wing shalt thoy observe what was 

To her a weary Way and Travail sore; 

Yet must thou pause, and wonder how she bore 

Such sharp Discomfort without e'en a Sigh, 

And , to a noble Mind, that Wound far more 

Hard to be borne , the Insult, and the Eye 

Of Scorn, the threatening Lip , the grudged Huinanity! 
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42. But God 18 merciful. He tempert to 

Our Bearing what were else so hard to bea r. 
To the shorn Lamb the Wind! and the Soul too 
Doth something of His Infiniteness share : 
Things are but as we view them, foul or fair. 
Aids or Impediments : in all Things lies 
A genuine Treasure for those who know where 
And how to seek it, and from worst Things rise 
Their Contraries^ as Joy brings Tears into the Eyes! 

45 How liard tli* Apprenticeship of th' human Heart, 
The Entrance into actual Life, for one 
Who only in her Dreams has taken Part 
Therein : brought up in Love's own School, with none 
Bui. Laws which to obey is Heaven, for 
Is Heaven not Love? yea! Love is the true Law- 
Enforcer and Lawgiver, he alone, 
And light as Gossamer his Chains arc thrown 
Around us, yet so strong no Jailor ever saw! 

^4. 'Tis hard to school the Heart, and teach the Tongue 
Another Utterance than that which by 

. The Feelings, gushing fresh , unchecked, and strong , 
Is prompted! yet this Lesson Prascovy 
Must learn , soon taught that human Sympathy 
Is slow towards that which y?r#£ would claim Esteem ; 
In Pity is Superiority 

Implied, and all Men willingly would deem 
That those who ask their Aid are 'neath them as they seem . 

4^. How often must she tarn in Tears away 
From the shut Door, and season bitter Bread 
With that still bitterer Salt! oft make Assay 
Of Human nature in its varied 
Conditions, now from Luxury half dead 
To Pity, which in poorest Soils most grows. 
Now by the Hand of FellowsuflTeriiig fed , 
For such is Humannature : our own Woes 
The true Extent of Qther$' Sufferings disclose! 
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46. How godlike is that Mind which e'en in III 
Sees only Good, and makes the Evil so 
By bearing it as none ! which Suffering still 
Ennobles but the more, not renders low. 
Stamping the God more clearly on the Brow ! 
Which in its Fellowcreatures sees alone. 
With Thankfolness the Godlike only know , 
The little Acts of Kindness to it done, 
Forgetting all the 111, which thus forgot is none! 

^1. Then learn by Littles and bjr Littles to 
Forget and to forgive the Injuries 
And Insults which thy Fellowmen may do 
Unto thee ! vie^ them as the Stone which lies 
By mere Chance in thy Way , and which, if wise. 
Thou kick'st not, not to stumble! do but so, 
'Till thou on Earth hast no more Enemies, 
Till none can injure thee! 'till e'en the Blow, 
Forgiven, wounds not thee, but works the Smiter Woe! 

48. This is the godlike Lore, the Lore of Life, 
The Lore of Love, which , seeing Good alone. 
Lives as if nothing Evil could arrive, > 
And Good were only ! 'till all Things have grown 

To Good or Good, partaking of its own 
Inherent Goodness ! proud Philosophy , 
Is this Art in tfy' Schools so little known , 
' While a poor Girl, with but a loving Eye , 
Can see beyond thee , yea! for Love's InGnity! 

49. The Eye of God Himself I and he who sees 
Without Love, nothing sees, but is as blind, 
Tho' he can trace the Planets' Course with Ease, 
And analyze the Motions of the Mind ! 

While he who sees with Love, will all Things find 
Godlike, yor sees he not with God's own Eye? 
Then even on the lowest of Mankind 
Look thou with Love, then will he seem as high 
As Monarchs on their Thrones, for God in Him is nigh! 
yol, IL 23 
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50. The Shades of Niglit are gathering, the Forms 
Of Things grow indistinct, the Owlet gray. 
And Bat flit 'round her, and her Fancy warms 
At Thought of that dear Home so far away. 
The Kiss of Wellcome at the Close of Day , 
Pressed by a Mother's Lips, the Fireside 

So homesome, but she starts, for lo ! a Ray 
Breaks from yon' Cottagewindow, and the wide , 
Wide Distance 'twist that Home, by Fancy halfdescriedi 

51 . Comes chilling on her Soul ! 'tis not the Door 
From long Familiarity- grown dear. 

The Threshhold pressed by Feet now heard ao more! 

It is a Stranger's Dwelling, and , in Fear 

Of Insult or Refusal , she draws near 

And knocks — it opens — and with trembling Tongue 

She begs for Shelter: 'tis denied or e'er 

Her Prayer is uttered , Insult joined to Wrong, 

And spoken by a Voice harsh as the Raven's Song. 

52. Oh! ye in Plenty cradled, and fed by 

The Bread which in your Mouths drops as a Thing 
Of Course , picked up like Manna from the Sky, 
Without one single Effort, canye bring 
Home to yourselves the Sense of Suffering 
Felt then by one whose Heart was not as those 
Of Beggars, deadened by long Buffeting, 
Coarse Natures, hardened, like their Skins, to Blows 
Of Fortune, and touched only by the Body's Woes I 

53. Oh if ye can , be merciful, break not 
The bruised Reed, but bind it up — away 

She turns , but hark! a Voice from the same Spot 

Recalls her, the same Voice that said her nay; 

It was a Man with Hair already gray , 

Who offered her the Shelter just denied , 

And half loth, yet not daring to gainsay , 

She followed, like an Angel at the Side 

Of some darkSpirit,movedby Thoughts theSottl would 

hide 
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54. E'en from itself; a dim and dusky Light 

Half broke the Charabersgloom, -whidi flickered on 

The bare Walls, cold and comfortless to Sight , 

A.S the hard Features of the aged Crone , 

Who, like a Witch, sat muttering all alone 

With fixed Eyes , of cold and glassy Stare , 

Bent on poor Prascovy , and with a Tone 

Fitted but Words of harsher Sense to bear^ 

Sheasked her whenceshe came and what herPurpose were? 

55. When answered, she rejoined, with ghastly Grin 
That showed her gummy Jaws, « then you must have 
Much Gold , so long a Journey to begin » ; 

In vain poor Prascovy said no, she gave 

But more Cause for Suspicion , and to save 

Herself would willingly have given all 

She had, or slept in some coldroofed Cave, 

Where Wolves aud Foxes to each other call. 

And Dropstones slowly count the Minutes as they fall! 

56. They bade her then go rest , and when they thought 
Her wellasleep , with eager Hands and Eye^, 

Long for her fancied Wealth they vainly sought, 
Then fearful Whispers heard she, and Replies, 
« None saw her enter, none will make Surmize »! 
Terror, with frayed Eyes, watched by her Bed 
Instead of Sleep! she saw the old Hag rise. 
And felt her loosen from her Neck, halfdead 
With Fear, the Bag where she her Passport carried! 
57. Then they gave o'er their Search, and fell asleep. 
And wearied Nature mastering her Fears, 
She felt the poppied Slumber o'er her creep 
Likewise : but who knows in her Dreams what Leers 
The old Hag's sleepsealed Eyes still cast, what Tears 
She shed, or what mysterious Warnings were 
By unseen Powers whispered in the Ears 
Of those two guilty Souls, what Visions rare, 
What vital Beatings of the Heart, thus touched to spare! 



^ 
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58. Perhaps they dreamt an Angel had that Night 
Crossed in Dis^ruise their Threshhold, from the Sky- 
Descended, hiding his celestial Might 

In a poor Mortal's Semblance, thus to try 
Their Hearts: and that without Humanity 
Received , he at his Parting sudden grew 
Into his primal Shape , with Language high 
Warned them of Punishment, if they should do 
The Purpose of their Hearts, and back to Heaven flew! 

59. Thus these three lay asleep, the guilty and 
The guiltless, of eachother's Presence no 
More conscious than so far as Dreams demand 
Matter of Memory , or some sharp Throe 

Of Conscience sting the Sleeper — Dreams are so. 

So wonderful , and often they may be 

The Vehicles, iho' how we scarcely know. 

Of Revelations, changing that which we 

Had purposed, for change but a 77iot<^^,and we must see 

60. Things in another Light ; and tho' a Dream 
Re unreal as a Fact , it is not so 

Unto the Soul : enough if vie but deem 
Jt real, and real EflTects will from it flow, 
*Tis then a Motive to us , because tho* 
A Dream , it still has close Analogy 
With all wc think and feel, do, hope, or know. 
Past Elements are moulded in and by 
' Our Sleep, and vital Gleams imparted from the Sky! 

61. Thus slept she , like a Flower , folded sweet 
In its own Fragrance, tho* the Sun now ^hone 
High up in Heaven , 'till the Sound of Feet 
Awoke her, and the Hag, with softer Tone, 
Invited her to eat: her Rreakfast done, 

She took her Leave, and to her great Surprize , 

On opening her Purse, found not alone 

The Coins she had, but more! thus in strange Wise 

TheirHearts were touched thatNighttohumanSimp:ithies! 
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62. And truly too the Angel had that Night 

Crossed o'er their Threshhold, as their Dream had shovr n , 

And at departing in a Form more bright 

Appeared unto them ; not that it had grown 

Unto another Stature, but their own 

Hearts being touched ^ their Vision was more clear 

Than when, from Want of Loye , they saw alone 

An Outcast to be robbed : and to their Ear 

Her Farewellvoice was as the Angel 's , yet no Fear 

63. Its sweet Tones caused, but rather seemed to leave 
A Blessing on them for the 111 undone , 

And sounding as a Message of Reprieve 
From threatened Punishment! Oh! there are none 
To whom such Angels are not also shown 
From Time to Time; then drive them not away. 
But open wide your Doors, for tho' unknown 
Angels as Beggars noyv appear, some Day 
Beggars will jingeh be , and able to repay 

64. A hundredfold your Kindness! nay, e'en now 
They leave you richer than they found you! yea! • 
For you give them but earthly Goods , and how 
Can spiritual Goods be better , pray , 

Bought than with perishable, which one Day 

May rob thee of? then open wide thy Door, 

But most of all thy Heart, that thus it may 

Receive in its Embrace the misnamed Poor, (sure! 

"Who give more than they take,and make theirGiftsmore 

65. September now was tottering to his Grave , 
And Aguefits possessed him quite ^ for lo ! 
Winter has smit him; hark! the Frostwinds rave 
Tn gusty Snatches, and thick falls the Snow, 
Burying Man's busy Track so deep that no 
Foottraveller dare venture on his Way; 

And Prascovy, tho' eager still to go, 

Must view the Snow heaped by the Winds at Play, 

And by theirPlakes countouttheduUGourieofeachDay! 
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66^ But lo! the Snowdust is whirled up amain, 
And o'er the whitened Track comen gliding on. 
With Sound of BeU and Voice , a long Sledgetrain , 
Glad Sight for hopestck Eyes to look upon ; 
A-Place is straight procured from Hearts soon won 
To Pity , and she now resumes her Way : 
But bittercold it blew, and Sun was none. 
The Bear had Need of all his Fur that Day, 
And she of all her Patience, not the vain Display 

67. Which some make of it in "Lite's fancied Ills, 
But the stern Virtue taught by actual Throes, 
Which in the Breast a godlike Calm instills. 
The Calm of that blessed Place to which it owes 
Its Origin , and which it brings to those 

Who feel it truly. Fancy, speed them on , 

Let Catharinestown its wished for Towers disdose. 

Touched faintly by a setting Wintersun> 

And briefly tell the Love her Piety there won ; 

68. Real Friendship in one who had Means to make 
Her Wishes Deeds, a Lady, and far more, 

A Christian , who did for Doing s Sake 
Alone all Acts of Kindness in her Power. 
She heard the Exile 's Tale , and with her bore 
The Wanderess, instructed, sheltered, taught 
To read and write, and gave her of her Store : 
Not the mere sensual Goods which are as naught , 
But the refined Feelings and the lofty Thought! 

69. And yet, alas! it was a dangerous Gift 
For one whose Mission was like Prascovy's! 

The Feelings which refine, the Thoughts which lift. 

The keen Sense of Life 's sweet Proprieties, 

Raised above Want and coarse Necessities, 

Whose galling Pressure leaves the Mind no Thought 

For nobler Things , tho' making us despise 

What is so low in itself, profit naught 

To better Bearing : nay , unfit our Minds when brought 
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vO. To the stem Trial, and we shrink away, 
Not so much from the Suffering and Pain , 
As from the coarser Accidents, which lay 
The inmost Nerves bare, quiveHng a^ain; 
And thus this precious Boon is rendered yainl 
Our Feelings are the Test of Suffering : 
Thus Ills at Sight of which some scarce contain 
Their Laughter may the Heart's deep Fibres wring, 
To which, longintertVined, our dearest Habits cling! 

v1. But that Increase of Suffering bad made 
No Difference in her still unwearied Love, 
Tho' henceforth she felt oftentimes afraid 
To enter some poor inn 's low Door, does prove 
That it could only be from up above : 
Else had the Triomph not been so complete , 
That never one least Thought of Self could move 
The sublime Purpose , or the sacred Heat 
Diminish which within her Breast had ta'en its Seat! 

72. Here learnt she from her Friends to read and write, 
To multiply her Being and to grow 

Many in One : the Wisdom and the Light 

Of Mankind, what they think, and feel, and know, 

Becomes the Heritage of one Mind, so 

^U Form the one^ and without all the one 

Advances little : thus all to all owe 

Their ff^eal reciprocally, and yet none 

But receives far more Good than he has ever done! 

73. How much Cause have we then for Gratitude! 
How zealous should we toil to pay, as best 
We can , our Fellowcreatures for the Good 
Which we thro' them enjoy , as tho* one Breast 
fP'ere that of all Mankind and had the Zest 
Of many thousand Lives! here learnt she too 
To pray in studied Phrase, as Men do, lest 
They should forget, unless reminded thro' 

Set Forms ^ that God exists, as they too often do! 
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74. How sweet it seemed to her so simple Mind 
The Feelings of her Heart, in ready Phrase, 
Thus in the Prayerbook all expressed to find: 

How happy they, she thought, who thus might praise 

Their Maker: but still Piety decays , 

Churches are not Religion , nor loud Prayers 

Real Worship ! tho' the choral Voices raise 

The sounding Hymn, and Music breathe soft Airs-, 

Yet God delights in other Melody than theirs ! 

75. Tho' Words be needful between Man and Man, 
They are not so 'twixt Man and God, for he 

The unultered Thought within the Soul caa scairr 

And if there such a Thing too really be 

As the Unutterable, how can we 

Express it? and he who has not felt this. 

Has not felt God, nor therefore Jittingly 

Jdored Hira , for the highest Worship is 

The still Communion of our own Soul with His! 

76. Come Fancy, turn the Hourglass, and let 
The Moments fly , as if they ne 'er had brought 
A Sorrow, as if Heart had known no Fret, 

. And Eye no Tear , meanwhile! now be there wrought 
A gentle Wonder, sudden as a Thought, 
And lo! 'tis done! green Leaves are on each Tree, 
And Flowers scent the Air, and Sounds are caught 
As of the Streams from icy Thrall set free! 
So sudden , that it scarce could swifter be 

77. Worked out by Fancy's self! a Threedaysspace 
Parts Spring and Winter: look! thick lies the Snow: 
Now close thine Eye, and fold thy Arms, and place 
Thee like some old Stonestatue, and wait so 
As for a Resurrection! meanwhile, lo! 
The Earth has changed , as sudden as the Dream 
Which passes thro' thy Mind: awake, and go 
Thou forth, and haply, wondering, thou 'It deem (seem ! 
Thyself in some new World, so strange the Change dolh 
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78. And now as from this second Home must she 
Depart: stern Duty's Voice alone she hears. 
And , bitter as the Sacrifice must be , 

There is a Rapture even in the Tears 

Shed at such Times, and Memory endears 

Beyond all Joy the Hour of Agony I 

For looking back at it, the Pangs and Fears 

Are gone, we sc^e ourselves as 'twere thereby 

Transfigured , and past Pain grows present Ecttacyf 

79. Behold her then take Leave oi her kind Friends, 
Left once more to that Providence which wise- 
Ly in Life's weekday Forms works out its Ends, 
Subliming into divine Agencies 

Familiar Events: to Faith's clear Ejres 

The greatest Miracles are those worked by 

Such Means as Nature everyday supplies, 

A nd not those which disturb her Cou rse, for why (more high 

Should God not thro'Afen'5 Thoughts work Wonders still 

80. Than those which with the Elements are wrought! 
Where is He more than in Man's Soul? and where 
Should Wonders be more naturally sought 
Than there where He is most ? and yet we stare 

At Seas rolled back, and Portents in the Air! 
The Springheaddepths of Wonder arc alone 
in us! the Wonder of all Wonders there 
Exists, we are ourselves it, *tis our own 
Highest E^Listence, and without it we have none, 

81. For then we are not e'en ourselves! but ne 
Who lives the Spirit which he is , lives by 
That Principle which is the Soul of the 
Great Whole, he lives in its Jnjinity, 
Therefore his Faith is infinite ! his Eye 
Steady ^d calm , for his Belief is no 

Mere Greed or Dogma, something outwardly 

Professed , it is his Being , and doth flow 

From Nature's self, the Sum o/ail that he can know, 
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82. And be, and do, for without it he's naught! 
Without it Wisdom, Action, Life, is none! 
Now as by Nature this Belief li wrought 
Out in hiin , nay , as the herself alone 
Lives in him, as the Groundtruth other oww 
Existence it must be regarded, thro* 
Him in its highest, purest Aspect shown! 
And he in this full Feeling calm and true 
Of the great Whole , regards but as a few Grains to 

83. The Seasands added, all the Wonders by 
The Pen of History recorded! for 

He feels God 's Presence in him evemigh , 

Tfie greatest fVonder, such as Eye ne'er saw. 

Nor Thought conceived ! now Wonders 'gaimt the Law 

Of Nature God worked out in Pity to 

Man's Frailty, but he claims far higher Awe 

For those wrought quietly by it, the tru- 

Est , soitablest, and which He most delights to do! 

84. The most conformable aUo to his 
Own Nature: being Spirit he loves ty 
T%e Spirit to reveal thai which he is! 
Therefore be Spirit.' thus most easily 
Thou 'It comprehend Him, for is he not thy 
Own Soul? then understanding it aright. 
Thou understandest Him,' then too thine Eye 
Will need no Jiety Bush to show his Might, 

For the whole World reveals him clearer to tky Sight 

85. Than did that Bush to Moses! And what need 
Wilt thou have then of Tables, with thereon 

The ten Commaudments graved , when thou canst read. 

And that too written by God's self alone. 

His Law eterne in thy own Heart ? the one 

And allembracing Law, the godlike, the 

First Duty! which fulfilled, then there are none. 

All being summed in this, which is, to be 

A Law unto ourselves, like God, sublimely free! 
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83. Behold! the snowcapt Ural-mountains rise 
In the far Distance: Clouds hang lazy on 
Their Summits, purpled with the Eveningsky 's 
Last Glory, and in Violettints upon 
Th* Horizon , barred and streaked with Gold, are thrown 
The craggy Outlines, sharp, distinct, and clearf 
Soft, golden Vapors, from the sinking Sun, 
Mantle their Summits, and as if quite near 
Seem Crag and Torrent in the aerial Atmosphere! 

87. Now Fancy steep thy Wings in Rainbowtints, 
Bathe in the purple Light, and with thine Eye, 
Which no dull Film of human Weakness stints 
Or dims, behold the Vision ! momently 

The Clouds into new Shapes are moulded by 

The sightless Winds, and, more intensely bright. 

Bum unconsuming, steeped so goldenly. 

Like to the Angelsplumage in the Sight 

Of God, when standing in his full , transfiguring Light ! 

88. The Landscape fades , but gaze on, for it is 
The Smile of the great Father , with which he 
Bids Goodnight to His Children! in its Bliss 

All Nature's steeped, breathless with Ecstacy! 

Now, Fancy, let the Past and Future be 

As two vast Wings to bear thee to yon* Height, 

And thence, as in that Smile transfigured, see. 

From its ideal Summit, (such as might 

Have been that whence the promis'd Land rose on the 

89. Of the great Prophet, in the far-off Beam (Sight 
Of Suns aj yet not risen on the Eye 

Of Man!) of bygone Ages the long Stream 

Unrolled , the mighty Waters swelling high 

Between the Banks long CenturiesSeft dry. 

And where, more pure and deep, they sweep on to 

The dimseen Ocean of Eternity! 

All this behold , for is not thine Eye too 

The Eye of God, then see godlike , and thou 'It see iruef 
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90. Yea, as a Seer! for the most Godlike is 
The moat True , most Enduring , it is the 
Basis and Ground of all Things, e'eo of this 
Coarse Being, not is only, but must be: 
For is not God the Ground oj all, is he 
Not in each what is most enduring, true , 
Essential? then the Godlike whence would ye 
Save from Him draw? if then the Godlike you 

Make the Ground of your Life, God must be its Ground 

91 . And this Ground will not fail thee , it is thjr (too! 
Own self, if thou art godlike : then be so ! 

And as it is the Ground of all Things, by 

Death it cannot be altered, undergo 

Change, save in Form, and that can be of no 

Importance, so long as the Ground in. thee 

Is godlike: and as Form alone can flow 

From Spirit, that must a/so godlike be. 

E'en the Ungodlike thou mayst godlike frei and seel 

92. So Fancy from that spectral Height look on 
Mankind, and what ungodlike there may be. 
Shall at that sublime Distance seem as none! 
And thou , thou too, the promised Land shalt see. 
For nobler is that Height , the View more free! 
The R<?al shall mingle too with that bright Dream, 
And clear Bajrsfrom afar Futurity 

To those , which now on Moscow's Towers gleam. 
Prophetic Brightness add! for even as the Stream 

93. It stands on will flow still the same, when all 
That Pomp has crumbled into Dust, so too 
The Heart of Man shall Nature's sublime Call 
Bring back unto the Godlike and the True , 

Its only lasting Elements, and thro* 

Which only can its sublime Destiny 

Be wrough't out: yea! these are the Portals to 

That promis'd Land of Freedom, whither by 

Greater than Prophet they are led, yea, the Moathigh • 
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94. Tiii gone, 'tin gone! reaolved once more into 
The Elements ! that Day so long ()ass'd by , 
But which is present still to God's AUview, 
As Today or the farthest Morrow, thy 

Eye too , which shares in His Infinity, 

Divinest Fancy, still beholds! each Ray 

Has fled. Night's ebon Sceptre rules the Sky, 

And from the Womb of Darkness on their Way 

The newborn Torrents rush, tracked by their thundering 

95. With these wild Truants let us to the Plain (Spray! 
Descend, to where the Kliama (a) hurries to 

I'he Volga's Embrace, with whose Stream again 
Our Journey we must follow; but, still true 
To thy high Priviledge^ thou shalt have due 
Use of thy Wings to help thee on the Way , 
Imagination! and , lo ! full in View , 
The Towers of Nijeni , on which the Ray 
Of Sunset gleams, so swift the Elements obey! 

96. Behold the Bridge where Prascovy must land; 
Thus far th' eternal Stream of Volga to 

The Consummation which her Love had plann'd 

Has helped her on : the Lasting and the True 

The True and Godlike, as it still should do, 

Assisting : lo! where two Streams blend in one, 

A fair, large City rises on her View, 

From whose thronged Streets each Sou I long since is gone, 

As their own Shadows^will be now, when sinks yon* Sun! 

97. Near to the Bridge a Church and Convent stood , 
And thither Prascovy her Steps has bent : 

And, as she enters, hears in solemn Mood 
Sweet choral Bursts of female Voices, blent 
In Eveningworship, like an Omen sent 
From Heaven to her; then first in her grew 
To take the Veil the strong Wish and Intent, 

(a) JRc Khama is a Biver which flows from the 
Ural'Moimtains into thcyolga. 
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Her Heart , already cloistered and dead to 
TheWorld,looked on it as Na ns thro' their Grate might do! 

98. And , as she left the Church , she stopped to gaze 
Upon the Scene before her : gleaming lay 

The Volga's Waters in the Sunset's Blaze, 

And breathless Silence on the closing Day, 

As upon one about to cast away 

The garish Pleasures of the World, and take 

The Veil, like Nun, in Twilight's sober Giay, 

Attended : not a single Leaf did shake , 

Nor,save the rippling Stream, a Sound that Stillness break ! 

99. A wide Plain stretched before her, far and near, 
Apd Solitude lay on it like a Dream , 

Or Calm upon the Ocean, still as Fear! 

She gazed, and gazed, and watched each sinking Beam, 

The rosy Twilight fading from the Stream, 

Nature's eternal Smile! and softly o'er 

Her own Face stole its Blessedness, its Gleam 

Divine, as tho*, when elsewhere seen no more, 

On Man's so godlike Face, diviner than before, 

100. It reappeared, as it would ever do. 
Were Man, like Nature, pure and innocent! 
Sublime Reflection , like that which unto 
The Moon , when perfect and at Full, is sent, 
Tho* long before the Fires of Day are spent 

In Ocean , and the Orb to which she owes 
That Light has sunk; like the Omnipotent, 
Whom no Eye sees , tho' in ail Things He shows 
Himself, whom none can grasp, and jet each /eels and 

1 01 . And where orwhat He is, none, nonecan tell, (knows/ 
Save that He is all, and is everywhere! 

Who in each proves by such a Miracle 
His Being , that no Heart can ever dare 
To doubt Him , yet lays not that Being bare! 
Thus t\it first Miracle and greatest is 
proved by almost na great a one! yet are 
Your Hearts but godlike, then too will ye His 
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Being best comprehend , iov ye your selves are this / 

102. Thus gazed she ! but as yet she'd had to do 
With Nature only, and her Sympathies 

Were by that Intercourse kept sound and true , 

For there its godlike Nature naught belies , 

Each Flower of the Field , each Bird that flies , 

Is what God meant it lo be , and it shows 

His Glory forth thus in most, godlike Wise ! 

The Rose has never ceased to be a Rose , 

And the Bird's ^£ar< is as the Song which from it flows ! 

103. But now she had to do with Man , vain Man! 
The crooked Paths of human Policy, 

And not the sublime Ways of Nature's Plan , 
Where he who follows but his Heart and Eye , 
Need go to no School for Theology ! 
He learns it from the Master , and that too 
From His best Work, and therefore thoroughly! 
And finds its Practice illustrated thro' 
Examples such as Poet's Fancy never drew! 
104. Clear as the Stars, sweet as the Perfume of 
The Rose , and so , so easy to pu t too 
In Act and Use , that we have but to love 
To fulfill all its Precepts , make as true 
A Comment on it as the Sage could do! 
She turned her Head , and , lo! before her lay 
The peopled Solitude , not like that thro' 
Which she had lately passed upon her Way , 
The sublime Solitude of Nature, where Faith may 
105. Draw nearer to her God, for there is naught 
To intercept ; but like the Scene ^ so He 
Is by its Boundlessness more grandly brought 
Home to the Heart in all we feel and see! 
Sense fails, and Thought their Substitute must be . 
This was the Solitude of Heart, where 'round 
Us thousauds stand , and yet among them we 
^ Arc lonely as a solitary Sound 
Yoioed in a Desert, without Answer or Rebound! 
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106. This is the worst of Solitudes , where no 
Heart beats for us, when for itw Sympathy 
Our own is yearning, where our Fellows throw 
Upou our passing Form a careless Eye, 
Which » like our Shadow, is as momently 
Forgot; where mid Abundance we most pine. 
And where the Ice of Form and Ceremony 
Chills ail high Thoughts and Impulses divine , 
Where God himself is but a Sunday and a Sign! 

107. All this, for the first Time, felt Pnucovy, 
With a sad Sinking of the Heart, as she 
Beheld that City, with its thousands, lie 
Before her, mong whom not one Heart would be 
Glad at her Coming, not one sole Eye see 

Her with a Smile of Wellcome! then there came 
The Thought of her dear Parents bitterly 
Upon her Mind, with Doubts and Fears, and Shame 
At those same Doubts , 'till she herself b^an to blame 

108. For slack Faith in her God; therefore into 
The Church she once more entered, half afraid. 
Lest God that Spirit should deny her, thro' 
Which He so oft had lent Advice and Aid; 

For if He sends no Spirit, we are made 
Ourselt^es the Spirit thro' firm Faith, which is 
Far better* and if this Faith be displayed 
In Word and Deed, that Spirit then is His 
Own Presence, and what Spirit need we beside this? 
109. Here prayed she with such Fervour, that she drew 
The Notice of a Nun , to whose kind Ear 
Slie told her strong Disinclination to 
Seek Shelter at an Inn, related clear- 
Ly, simply, with that Eloquence which ne'er 
O'ersteps the Modesty of Nature, all 
Her Story , and thus gained new Friendships here. 
Thus God reveals Himself in Things so small, 
Yet far from small if felt to be f om Him a CaU / 

TO BE CORCLUDED IM THE THfRD VOLUME . 
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PROSETHOUGHTS. 
HAMLET. 



lo all the masterly Touches which develop this Character 
of Shakespear's we see a Man who has brooded so long and 
eaclusively on one gloomilyexciting Subject that the Life- 
blood of his Being has become tainted, and his whole Cha- 
racter moulded upon that one Idea, into the Stream of 
which all his other Thought* are dra-.vn; his malignant 
Joy is tlie natural Expression of overwrought Feelings: 
it is the nervous Spring of Vengeance and the Fear ol 
- Failure at the highest Excitement: it seems to me that 
real Madness, to a certain Degree, and the feigned, some 
Times run into eachotherin Hamlet, more particularly in 
the Churchyardscene Act 5. Scene l^t; when he and Laertes 
quarrel in Ophelia's Grave: it is not common Madness* 
nor does it show itself in absurd Actions and incoherent 
Talk: there are Madmen whose sound Sense on all but 
ooe Point would lead you to believe them in their right 
Minds; now Hamlet has becomiemsome Sort a Oneidea- 
madman , one Idea has got Po^ftdssion of his Pilind to an 
unhealthy Degree, and colours all his Thoughts: the Mur^ 
der of Polonius awakes something of the Fiend in hia 
Breast , the evil Ltfaven developed by the Fermentation of 
Passion and brooded Vengeance : for even a noble Nature 
eannot indulge long in such Feelings as his without becom- 
ing changed, without giving the Devil Entrance under 
the Cover of such Feelings to a Heart which would have 
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withstood him in eyerj other Shape : the Man who sees 
eTeryihiiier thro' the Medium of Hate, and all Circumstan- 
ces as merely Lets or Aids to Revenge , must become em- 
bittered, gloomy, and more inclined to Evil, for Hate is 
the most ungodlike of all Feelings, and where it is allowed 
to get the Upperhand it must cast out the Spirit of God 
from our Breasts, that is , the Spirit oiLove : tho' Hamlet's 
Object was sanctioned, nay, enjoined, by the Prejudices 
of his Age, yet our Nature cannot indulge long in such 
Feelings without getting a Twist from the right Direction, 
and that Hamlet had got such a Wrench is evident from 
his not killing Claudius at the Moment when least nnBt- 
ted for Death: this wonderful Tragedy is indeed n a mighty 
Maze , but not without a Plan » , in its very Confasion 
there is a deep and important Moral hidden , which seems 
to me to be this, viz : that even Virtue, when it becomes 
alloyed by impure and earthlier Fefelings and Motives, 
loses its divine Sanction, and is more subject to Chance 
and Change, and Selfdefeat, as being no longer selftrae : 
thus had Hamlet killed Claudius in the Act of Prayer and 
Repentance , he would have avenged his Father wUh the 
least possible Violation of Haraanity with which mckt an 
Act can be attended, but Hate and Passion mingie with 
his De&ire of Revenge , (which should have no other Cha- 
racter than that of a simple and solemn Act of Retrihatioti, 
dealt by the Hand of the Person most injured, as if cho- 
sen by Providence for its fittest Instrument), and take 
from it all the Solemnitytel)te.^xpiatory Sacrifice : Hamlet 
resolves to cut him off iirtbe full Flush of Wine, Wan- 
tonness, and Sin, thus alienating the Approbation of 
Heaven , and this Alienation is shown at the very Mo^ 
ment of Transgression, for had his better Spirit not de- 
serted him , he would have killed Claudius then , and thus 
have vindicated his Father, himself, and Pt-ovidttaee, and 
prevented the fearfal Catastrophe : wheieas , by acting as 
he does, he gives a widerBangelo the Woifcings of ChanGO 
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and Accident : by following the Promptings of Passion, he 
subjects his own Fate and that of others to that greater 
Amount of Evil which his Irresolution and Inhumanity 
have called into Being , during the brief but fearful Ope- 
ration of which, Providence, as it were, forsakes the Scene, 
leaving ihe Elements of Good and Evil to solve the dread 
Enigma as Chance (i. e. the warring Pasaions of Men left 
to their own blind Action and full Swing for the Moment) 
may decide; hence the apparent Confusion of Events, the 
Disentangling of which Providence reserves for a Day of 
future Retribution, since the Feebleness of human Reason, 
and the Conflict of human Passion, in a vain Attempt to 
solve , only wrap the Enigma in deeper Mystery : the Net 
of Vengeance which Hamlet casts, is spread too wide, his 
own Feet become entangled in it, and he is swept away 
with the rest: he has also a certain Self pride of Intellect, 
which leads him to delight in Plotting and Planning more 
than in Action, and this leads to Failure, for the bestlaid 
Plot may be chancedefcated or counterplotted, but in so 
far as a Man acts he is sure. 

IMITATION. 

Unfortunately the bad Taste, the Singularities and 
Defects of a great Writer, almost invariably attract the 
first and chief Attention of his Imitators, while his Excel'- 
lencies are alike removed from their Comprehension and 
Imitation: these Persons look on a great Author with 
somewhat of the Feelings of a Man who feels great Awe 
towards an Object which he very imperfectly comprehends; 
they see a great Result produced, but trace not the Means 
u^ed: that which is most glaring, which dazzles their 
weak Sight most, and imposes on them by its Strangeness 
or Extravagance, is greedily seized on as the Maincause, and 
copied with all due Diligence, but almost always omitting 
those conjoint Merits which in the Original tempered, and 
caused such Defects to be quite overlooked: but the Source 



572 PROSKTROVGBTS. 

of the grand and simple Beauties they cannot understand 
at all, just because they are so; they cannot fancy a great 
Effect to be wrought out by simple and easy Means: ao- 
coraplishing all they themselves do M'ith Effort, they 
regard that which is produced without Effort as com- 
monplace, it is too natural for them, and with thesa 
Nature aiid Art are anything but synonimous. 

SCEPTICUM . 

Blindness of Intellect is at once the natural Conse- 
quence and rightful Punishment of Hardness of Heart, 
he who has no Desire to find the Truth must haye less 
Perception of it also : his Feelings on the Subject are not 
vivid enough to give it that Prominence and Force which 
are requisite to a full, living Conviction: when from 
wliat we know and can prove there is so much Truth, 
Wisdom, and Benevolence, in that great Portion of Revela- 
tion which is of practical Utility for the Happiness and 
Improvement of Life, surely it is the Height of Folly and 
IiJgiatitude to reject it for the Sake of that so trifling Por- 
tion , and merely speculative too, whUh human Reason 
cannot comprehend; to be thus lynxeyed at detecting 
Flaws in so inestimable a Boon is not the Part either of 
Reason or Gratitude; if there be so many Questions of 
mere earthly Knowledge which ourlngenitity cannot soIvp, 
would not Analogy lead us to infer that the Sojutiou 
of those Questions which bearthe Stamp of heavenly Birth, 
of divine "Wisdom, must of Necessity be unattainable? 
CI if, says our Saviour, I have told ye earthly Things an«l 
ye believe not, how shall ye believe if I tell ye heavenly 
Thitigs »? who can explain the Origin of Evil? we hav^ 
i»o Data to reason on , it is like trying to pierce into the 
Secrets of God , and how can finite- measure infinite? 
however the nearest Approximation towards answering a 
Question is to give a satisfactory Reason why it cannot be 
ajMwered, which with all reasonable Minds will set the 
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Matter at Rest: had God left us unprovided on any needful 
Point, then first would be Room for Doubt, and as to 
a future Life, he has given us the Hope and Assurani!e of 
it: a Hope which is as deep as Being itself, and which 
may be regarded as the Germ of that very future Existence, 
of which it is a Pledge and Anticipation : any further or 
minuter Revelation of it, beyond the fall Assurance, would 
be alike needless and hurtful, as it would distract us froi^ 
this Existence here: which after all is godlike enough for 
anyone who has brought himself to Jeel godlike • 

JODRlfETTA.KIllO. 

Upon undertaking a long Journey, we generally feel 
some Degree, of Depression, because we are taken from, 
our habitfixed Liferoutine, where all Things went on 
clockworklike, and where, one Day telling another , we 
could calculate with tolerable Accuracy what was to be- 
fall us, how we were to spend our Time etc. etc. at lea«t 
sufficiently so as to make the Future a Matter of Confi- 
dence ; we are accustomed to see fixed Objects and Per- 
sons , and thus acquire certain Ideas of a fixed Course of 
Things, which inspires Security: but on the Outset of a 
long Journey we have an untried Future to peer into , 
where Hope finds no habitual and trodden Ground , an 
eyebaffling Obscurity from which we shrink back into the 
narrow, but definite and clearly marked. Sphere of our for- 
mer Being : an Obscurity wherein lie all the unborn Events 
which must befall us, and which, like distancedim 
Forms, grow clear, one by one, as we approach them, and 
again fade into faint Outlines as they are left behind: 
from this Prospect we retire into ourselves, into our Re- 
collections of the Past, and to these we cling with so 
much the more Tenacity in Proportion to the Uncertainty 
of our Separation, but finding in our own limited Being , 
which thrown on the Path before us not so much Light as 
a fortyfeet Reflector, no Ground of Certainty, and no 
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Solution of our Doubts, we are made to feel our Insigni- 
ficance and Powerlessness in the Movements of the vast 
Machine which bears us on with it , and apply to a higher 
Power for the Assurance in vain sought elsewhere : such 
Feelings attend us on every long Journey, even those 
which have an earthly Bourne, how much more then that 
last, long, aweful Journey which leads we know not pre* 
cisely whither, into a foreign Land indeed, alike beyond 
our Experience and our Guidelookif 

IMAGIRATIOH . 

What a blessed Servaut wouldst thou be, could we 
but compel thee to labour as much in beautifying the 
Present, as ihou dost to enibelliih thePast andFutnre! but, 
alas ! thou seldom toilest in tlie Service of Reality , he is 
too hard a Ta.^kinaster for thee: thou canst not labour by 
the Day , nor for the coarse Dailybread which would be thy 
Wages in his Employment: and yet, tho' a hard Taskmaster, 
he is a godlike one too, for he gives the true Feeling of 

Life, which is beyond thy fairest Dream of iVr yea! the 
Sweat upon the Brow, the coarse Raiment on the Back, 
do not impair the Poesy- of Life, for it (lows from the deep 
Heart , and that the lowliest may have as godlike as the 
highest, and perhaps more so, for he has that alone, by that 
alone he lives, and therefore he has mere the Sentimenz of 
LifSt which is the most godlike of al! Feelings and all 
Possessions: and he who has not got tliis, has not even 
lived, else he would havfe it, for Life and the Sentiment of 
it are not two Things, but oue,as the Rose and its Perfume! 

JDDAS. 

What a Refinement of Treachery it was to make a 
Kiss the Token of Betrayal ! his brutal Nature is moreshown 
in this perhaps than in the Act itself: one could have par> 
doned a Fanatic of a different Sect doiiig such an Action 
from religious Zeal, but Judas was Christ's Disciple, aud 
did it for — Money! 
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ILLUHIKikTIOlfS. 



There are some wellmeaning Persons who cry out 
against the Expenditure of Money in Fireworks, Music, 
Bands, Pageants, and the other imaginative Decorations 
usual atFeasttimes and Highdays,ailedging that it would 
be better to give the Poor a Bellyfull with the same Money: 
this seems to me a narrowminded Way of looking at the 
Thing: these good People seem to think that Man can be 
only benefitted thro' his Belly: but he is an imaginative 
Being as well as a digesting one, and it is better to delight 
him, and make him happy, thro' his higher, than thro' his 
lower Faculties: iho' Eating and Drinking be more neces- 
sary, in one Sense, than Pleasures which appeal to the 
Imagination , in another and far higher Sense they are 
utterly insignificant: and if People be roused by these 
from the dull Routine of Life, if the Mind receive an 
Impulse, and the, so to say, stiffened and cramped Thought 
be put into a new. and agreeable Posture, more good is 
done to them thus, than if you filled their Bellies with 
Roastbeef and Plumpndding: we are far too apt to regard 
Men as needing merely to be fed and clothed: they require 
also to be made happy, and this is the true Charity, and 
the Statesman who furnishes them with a single rational 
and elevating Amusement has done them more good than 
if he had lowered the Price of Hops and Hollands: we 
legislate far, far too exclusively with Reference to com- 
mercial Ends and Views: not a few Pages of our modern 
History might be compared to the Leaves of a Ledger or 
Merchant's Accountbook, so entirely does the Extension of 
Trade fill them , so seldom do we find any Attention to, or 
Provision for, the spiritual Calls of Society: no Attempts 
to spread the Sentiment of the Finearts, on the Part of 
the Govermentat least , to supply the People with rational 
Amusements: no Encouragement to Science, save mecha- 
nical, and the Branches connected with^t, no Eflbrts, by 
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a wiae DUtrilmtioii of pablic HoDors and Offices ^o direcf 
at onoe the Esteem and Exertions of the Nation into nobler 
Channels than those of Trade: it is to be hoped that this 
State of Things will not last much longer, that the People 
will open their Ryes to their Wants , and supply them 
themselves , for afteniU the grand Impulsion most come 
from them — 

ORi6nrAi.rrT. 

Where there is a Resemblance between the Thooghta 
of two Writers, the fairest and surest Waj to ascertain 
if the one has borrowed is, to observe whether , in Passages 
which indisputably belong to him , he rises to the same or 
a higher Level, if he does so, if his own-Powers are suf- 
Gcient to produce the EfTect, it is unjust to accuse him ol 
Borrowing: two Authors may develop the same Views in a 
different Manner, and a third by the Aid of both may 
surpass both: even tho' he employs their Thoughts, if he 
works out a different Product, or a better, that is not 
Borrowing: the one from whom he took the Thought did 
not see what it was capable of becoming in every Point of 
View, but merely in his Point of View: the other standa 
in different Relations with Things , and develops a diffe-^ 
rent Face of them . 

THt LOADSPniYBB . 

How wisely and benevolently has our Saviour, in thia 
beautifully simple Prayer, so practical yet so grand, com* 
manded us to pray that God will « forgive us our Trespasses, 
as we forgive them that trespass against us i>: thus making 
our own Forgiveness depend on the Charity we show to 
others, and daily recalling to our Minds the important 
Truth, that our own Happiness can never be promoted by 
anything which injures our Fellowcreatures — in all that 
Christ has said and done there is the same practical Beaaty, 
no Pomp of Words, no Show, do Gaespuo Reasoniogs, 
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but all level to the meanest Capacity , full of that best 
Wisdom y the Wisdom of the Heart, and of the moat 
direct Application to the daily Purposes of Life; to my 
Mind the Simplicity of his System , in which it bears so 
striking an Analogy to the other Works of the same diyine 
Intelligence, is not the least Proof of its divine Origin: how 
different from all the Systems of human Wisdom which 
do not adopt it as their Guide and Groundwork! 

LIBS. 

The Person who tells a Lie becomes involved in the 
Machinery of the System in which he lives: in Order to 
bear himself out in one he is forced to tell more, each of 
these begets a numerous Issue, until he no longer knows 
where he stands — there is a natural Tendency in the 
human Mind to speak the Truth, or at least to speak and 
act, not by a Fiction or an assumed Case, but by the real 
State of Things: now this Tendency, being natural, is 
constantly and unawares thwarting the assumed Character, 
and producing irreconcileable Contradictions: we cannot 
at once break thro' the old Habits of Action, and Trains of 
Thought, to which we have been accustomed , these must 
necessarily recur, and lead us into frequent Inconsistencies 
of Speech and Conduct, such is the obvious Tendency in 
the Constitution of Things to give Truth the Upperhand: 
to maintain a Falsehood we must be always taxing our 
Memory, calculating our Words, and standing Guard upon 
ourselves, how different from the free Openness of Truth! 

MA.CBBTB . 

Shakespear 's Use of the Belief in an invisible World 
and its spiritual Agencies , is not less philosophic than 
poetic. This Belief varies in different Ages : it is less mate- 
rial, and less embodied in the commonplace and weekday 
Intercourse of Life in an enlightened Age, but its Root 
•till exists in the human Heart : it is not less powerful 
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(tbo* leM yisibly and vulgarly so) from being etherealixed 
and stripped of some Portion of its Grossness; we do not in 
the 19.tb Century bum Witches and exorcise the Devil, 
but the Spring of mysterious Awe exists still in the Heart 
of civilized Man as in that of the ruder Being, and needs 
only to be skilfully touched to start into Action: it is still, 
and ever will be, a powerful Instrument of poetic Efifect, 
and seems to me no mean Proof of such spiritual Agencies; 
it is a Belief conformable with the Nature and Destination 
of Man , and springing, as it does, from the Depths of his 
Being, must remain ever unoutrootable; it is one of the 
many Modes in which the Spirit makes known its instinc* 
tive Belief in another Life, and its Sympathy with Na- 
tures and Existences congenial to itself: Shakespear then, 
whose Poeteye pierced the outer Veil of material Form , 
and conceived Nature's Operations in their grandest and 
minutest Manifestations, from their true Centre, regarded 
these popular Superstitions not as an isolated Fact, and 
reprehensible or ridiculous in their vulgar Foim of Nurse- 
ry tales, Ghoststories , and ignorant Prejudices, or local Su- 
perstitions, but saw something higher in them, a Mode 
and Modification ^f human Feeling , more or less material 
according to Times and Circumstances, bat not for that 
Reason having a less real and durable Existence and In- 
fluence; tracing them to their Origin, he found that it was 
not arbitrary or capricious, or dependent on accidental and 
changeable Causes, but derived essentially from the Con- 
formation of our Nature, and that consequently a judicious 
Use of these Superstitions would ever find a ready Sym- 
pathy in the human Heart, even in those Ages which boast 
of their Enlightenment: nor did he err; the material Life 
of Man and his intellectual, tho' much less, are susceptible 
of great Modifications, from the Feathervestand rude Tools 
of the Savage, to the Steammacliines and Mechanics of 
the I9.th Century, but the Life, of the Soul and the Heart 
is. much less subject to Variations, aad iuR^ard Co these 
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Man is much the same Being as when Homer's Song pas- 
sed from Mouth to Mouth , and the Furies of Eschylus so 
strongly appealed to the Belief in an invisible, avenging 
Power — Sbakespear knew the human Heart by Intuition, 
not in its mere ascertained Modes of Being, and positive 
Manifestations, but in its very Essence: extensive Acquain- 
tance with Man, and the Records of past Times, may 
yield us a clear Idea of the human Heart as it has been, 
but it requires the Genius of an 8. to enter into the Heart 
itself, and to possess oneself of all its hidden Springs and 
primary Laws, legislating at the very Seat of Being, and 
to show Man notx)nly as he has been, but what he may be 
in perfectly new and unexampled Combinations of Cir- 
cumstances — Remorse in Macbeth casts its Shadows 
before on his Soul; in this we see Proofs of a noble 
Nature, which recoils from the bare Idea of Baseness and 
Crime as from the Perpetration : unfortunately for Macbeth 
everything conspires to urge on his Design, his Destiny 
allows no Time for Reflection, else his better Nature 
%vou!d have reasserted its Rights,and turned him aside ;he 
has scarcely formed the Idea ere the Opportunity of exe- 
cuting it occurs, as if to force him on : he seems to have 
been brought to the Stickingplace as much from a false 
Shame of seeming a Coward in his Wife's Eyes, as from 
his Ambition ; bad S. represented him as led to the Crime 
by vulgar Motives, any Sympathy for him would be out of 
the Question, but, as it is, we regard him as a doomed 
Man , as one of the selected Instruments with which from 
Time to Time Fate works out its inscrutable Designs : it 
is the Struggle of Will and Conscience which keeps alive 
our Sympathy for him, as there is no Guilt but what results 
from Will , and as it is evident that even at the Moment 
of Perpetration Macbeth does not altogether will the Deed, 
altho' he perpetrates it, we can scarcely help regarding him 
as not less unfortunate than criminal:- all this, together 
With the fearful Development of Character before and after 
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the Deed , are managed in the most masterly Style ; we cao 
scarcely think of S.'s Characters as mere composed ones, 
we seem to have known them, like Flesh-andBloodbeings, 
real, living, palpable. ^- In that so sweet Scene where 
Duncan admires the pleasant Site of Macbeth *sCastle,how 
fearful is the Contrast between Man and Nature — here 
all' is Peace and Beauty , but in a few short Hours Murder 's 
fell Footsteps will have traversed the Scene in all his De-> 
solation : how like real Life too it is! the King is still a 
Man; like his meanest Follower, he is not a starch, stiff 
Abstraction of Royalty, a Mouthpiece for Setspeeches, he 
has Eyes and Senses, and feels the natural Impressions of 
Times and Circumstances ; how different from the staffsd 
Specimens of Racine, or the rigid , hard , oneidea 'd Heros 
of Alfieri, who stalk on to tlie End like Automatons 
wound up for the due Period of the Unities! many Critics, 
in their narrowminded Code » object to the Gatescene of 
the Porter in Macbeth, and disapprove of his Jokes and 
drunken Foulmouthedness at so grave a Moment, and of 
his Conduct as more tavemlike than theatrical — these 
Critics' Views of human Life are very amusing; Rules are 
not to adapt themselves to the Heart and Life of Man, but 
these must be clipped for the Rules, the Eternal and Es- 
sential for the Accidental and Unstable! we think that 
the Truth of Nature is cheaply bought by flinging all this 
unmeaning Jargon to the Winds; we love the full, beating 
Heart of human Feeling too much to cramp it into the 
Straightwaistcoat of arbitrary System , and the Face and 
Form of Man too much to stilt him up into a mere 
Abstraction : why was the Porter 's Joke too grave for such 
a Moment? what knew he of the Murder? must everything 
be conscious, as if the Stones had Tongues, and Mens' Eyes 
could see thro' Walls? is it unnatural that a Man in one 
Part of a House should get drunk and joke , while in 
another Part another should murder? it is these yery 
Touches and Byslrokes which give such aTruthseemiognesc 
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and ForCd to the Play, and by circuroslantializing those 
Portions which overstep our ordinaiy Experience , and 
which otherwise might seem exaggerated, impart to them 
a Force of Reality otherwise unattainable : it would quite 
spoil the Scene to make the Porter overconscious , and to 
give him a moralizing Tone : his Drunkenness is quite in 
Keeping, as the Forenight had been a Wassailnightj as was 
fo be expected after a great Victory , so that this Over- 
consciousness would quite spoil the terrible Impression 
produced on the Mind by the Contrast, the Impression of 
Man's Shortsightedness, and his Ignorance of what others 
and himself are capable of when urged to Crime, and 
substitutes for the spontaneous and Chancecombinations 
of actual Life the forced and calculated Arrangements of a 
Puppetshow, where one String moves all the Figures $ and 
for the infinite Variety and Freedom of individual Will, 
the stiff Monotony of a System: how like real Life is this 
Scene! the most aweful and solemn Events of Life in close 
Contact with the commonest and vulgarest: in one Room 
Murder doing his fell Work, with Horror and Remorse, in 
the next Drunkenness and Obscenity: how magnificent is 
this Selfcommand which enables Shakespeac to descend 
from the most exalted Poetry both of Conception and 
Expression, from the Utterer of fine Sentiment, to be 
something more than the mere Poet, the Poet of human 
Nature; it seems an almost overhum an Effort to pass from 
all that exaUs and rouses the Imagination to the Expres- 
sion of the Sentiments of a maudlin Brain and the incon- 
gruous and coarse Language of a lecherous and halfifuddled 
Drunkard : it is in a similar Spirit that the Gravediggers' 
Scene is introduced in Hamlet, and with an oveipowerirg 
Effect of Reality; in this vronderful Play the most opposite 
Elements of Life are brought into Juxtaposition without 
any Confusion or Loss of distinctive Character, with all 
the Variety and Movement of the living World: there 
they stand, ^o lifefuU and lifelike! wehaye iho yery Turn 
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of the Gravedigger's Eye as he looks up from the Grave at 
Hapalet , and the very Twitch of his Mouth as he bandies 
his coarse Jests with him; we fancy we see Hamlet's 
piercing but melancholy Eye resting on the Scull, and can 
trace in the sombre Subjects of his Jests and Comparisons 
the Train and Bent of his deeper, and darker, and hidden 
Thoughts and Purposes, looking upon every Chanceobject 
witl) a Mind wrenched by a foregone Conclusion . I never 
read that Play vrithout some fresh Revelation on some 
dark Point of human Nature; the March of real Life is not 
that of an. Epic Poem : the Laughable and the Terrible 
cross Hands, the Sublime and the Vulgar jostle eachother, 
the purple Robe of the King and the Beggar's Rags cover 
alike a mere^ human Heart, there are certain little Touches 
in Shak^apeir which individualize the Conception in a 
most striking Manner, and which, springing from the Cir- 
cumstances in which the Character is represented, i^npart 
to it a wonderful Air of Truth and Accuracy; I shall give 
only one, tho 'a most admirable Example, from Lear, 
Scene 6. Act IV. where Lear, with the Inconsistency of 
Madness, takes Notice of Gloster's Hat, and asks if it is a 
good one : then the paramount Idea of his Mind seizes 
lipon that indifferent Object and converts it into an 
Instrument of Vengeance : « this a good Block ? » says 
Lear : « it were a delicate Stratagem to shoe a Troop of 
Horse ivilh Felt : I'll put it in Proof; and when I've stolen 
on these Sons-in-Law , then kiU, kill^ kill. » — 

MILTOH . 

Schlegel finds Fault with Milton (see Black's Trans- 
lation) for having drawn Satan too noble, alledging that 
what is wicked must of its own Nature be deformed: the 
Objection seems to me loosely made. Milton has only 
stripped Satan of the ridiculous Bugbearattributes , tbe 
physical Deformities, which in Dante and Tasso make him 
too much a Sort of Child's Scarecrow, just the Sand of 
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Devil an old Nurse paints to the Children to keep them 
quiet : and indeed in Dante 's Age Mankind was more 
childish and superstitious, and Dante did but copy the 
vulgar Devil who terrifled his Timefellows: but his Devil 
is no Impersonation of moral and essential Evil, nor does 
it excite any A we: we read his Description with much the 
same Feelings with which we look on the Frescorepresen- 
tation of the same Subject by Orcagna in the Church of 
S. MLaria Novella at Florence. Dante's Description is purely 
physical^ is much for the Eye of the Body as the Fresco 
itself, and equally unimaginative: whereas Milton has made 
him morally deformed: his Devil is a splendidly in&agina- 
tive Impersonation of moral Evil: it is quite true that 
what is evil is deformed , and should be represented so , 
but it need not be riduculous, nor should it: for it then 
fails as much to produce the Effect it should as if it were 
ennobled. Evil should produce Disgust and Aversion ,but 
it is impossible to read Dante's Description of Satan, or 
Tasso's, and not laugh: it is merely the Gigantic and Exag- 
gerated of physical Terror. Crime has its Sublimity as well 
as Good , and while it is thus infinitely fitter for poetical 
Purposes, may equally subserve Morality , and be much 
better maile to excite Disgust and Fear. 



MISERIES OF LIFE 



One of the Misbries of Life is to be compelled to 
travel at a Snailspace in a State of great Excitement and 
Anxiety , when the restless Wings of Hope or Fear have 
already carried us to our Destination : this is truly the 
Rack of the Mind: at such Times the Excitement of Danger 
or Difficulty of any Kind is a delightful Relief to Inacti- 
vity and Monotony: rapid, whirling Motion, conatAnt- 
Change of Objects, are then most congenial to the Tone of 
our Fediogs , and can alone give Respite. 
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The philosophical Study of Language is one of the 
best Guides to the History of the human Mind, and the 
Progress of Nations, it is truly a Mirror which gives back 
even the most delicate Traits of Character: frequently a 
mere Word, or the peculiar Use of one Term, is as a Reve- 
lation of u whole Series of interesting Discoveries, and 
the Testimony of Language is ftO much the more valuable 
and to be relied on , because it is involuntary, and therefore 
free from the Influence of Vanity , Deceit , Passion, Preju- 
dice, and all the Partialities and Mistakes which cloud 
individual Testimony,. and render it doubtful and unsa- 
tisfactory. 

\ 

PfiOPBSStOll. 

A Profession is necessary for a closetkeeping Tempe- 
rament, as it it forces us into Contact with Mankind, 
which is the only Way to keep Feeling true, and Thought 
healthy. I do not believe any truly great Work ever issued 
from the Closet alone, or was produced by the Brain of 
one of those who live in theCaves of their own Complexions 
and Phantasies, who never dwelt in the full, clear Light 
of actual Existence: the deepest and valuablest Truths are 
perhaps those struck out in the Collision of human Inte- 
rests and Passions, by the Whirl, and Wear, and Tear of 
the vast Mcu^biue of social Life: indeed there alone the 
moral Process of Decomposition is going on on the large 
Scale necessary , and at the Bottom of the mighty Crucibie 
of moral Causes and £iiects , amongst the Rubbish and 
Ruins of Time, may always be found a few Grains of 
ioefttimable Truth to reward llie <^areful Seeker, but that 
which a Man draws from ills own Brain alone, without the 
Knowledge of Life, are usually iugeuiou^ Sophisms. 
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POET. 



That Poet \70uld be the perfeclest perhaps who could 
10 arrauge his Poetry, by a profound Knowledge of huaian 
Nature, and the Mode in which human Feeling develops 
itself, and human Associations are formed, that it should, 
like the Works of Nature, delight and instruct all Ages, 
Youtb , Manhood and Oldage: by itd Freshness, "Vividuesa, 
and Movement, charming the quick and sensualer Percep- 
tions of Youth: by its Depth, Harmony, and Truth of 
inward Attributes, and their Adaptation to the Form 
in which they are conveyed, instructing and exercising 
matured Reason, and by its pure, cairn Belief, which, 
whether under the Form of Fiction or of Fact, should be 
the Groundwork of its moral Tone, affording Solace and 
Delight to the Old. 



PHILOSOPQY. 



What are our Maccullochs, our Malthuses, and our 
other Writers imbued with the Tradespirit, however great 
the mere intellectual Power displayed, but a Result of an 
unsound social System : they may make us good Taxreck- 
oners and Populationcalculators, but not wiser or greater 
Men: what is their Philosophy but that of the physical 
Wants and Advantages of Man, which, far from making 
us feel the inestimable Value of spiritual Things, deiCuii 
the Body as the grand Object of all Legislation — surely 
this is the Philosophy of moral Degradation , the Philosophy 
of Mammon , to whom the Gifts of Light and Intellect arc 
now dedicated: even the metaphysical Scepticism of am 
Hume is preferable to this heartless practical Atheism: 
this cold Dedication of ourselves to the Objects of this Life, 
merely: metaphysical Scepticism, even tho' it doubts of 
all, leads us towards the Intinile, and schools us to Hiibils 
of Thought which may enable us to refute the Assailant 
with his own Weapons, and the Evil it does is mostly 
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speculatiye, it leaves the Heart untoacbed to the Influence 
0^ kindly Feelings and sound Principles of Conduct, but 
the Philosophy of Moneymaking imbrutes alltogetfaer, it 
deadens alike the Heart and contracts the Understanding. 

POVIRTT . 

Poverty is itself a Source of Expense, inasmuch as by 
Compelling us to live on from Day to Day it precludes the 
Adoption of any Plan, however feasible or economical in 
the End, if it involves the Necessity of a little Expense at 
first Starting: one is forced upo^ Shifts to meet present 
Wants which prove infinitely expensive io the End. I need 
only instance the Necessity under which Poverty places us 
of not paying Readymoney , a Method so very advisable i 
this is one of the great Miseries of the Poor, they mast 
frequently , to have an Article of present Necessity , pay 
dearer for it in the End than a Person who is well-off, and 
who by paying Readymoney gets it cheaper : thus too the 
Poor,tho' Economy be much more incumbent on them 
than on the richer Portion of Society, frequently cannot 
practice it so much. 

PRIKCtPLB . 

Want of Principle is as frequently a Cause of absurd 
Conduct as Want of Sense; the Castingoff of all Restraints 
of Conscience gives a Man great Facilities for the Attain- 
ment of his Ends, because he is thus set free from all 
those Drawbacks which Honor, Humanity, and Morality, 
impose on other Men, but even here « Wisdom is justified 
of all her Children » : for Men who cast off all Principle 
do not give others Credit for possessing it, and consequent- 
ly undervalue its Influence on human Conduct, hence 
their Schemes are as frequently baffled by a too low, as by 
a too high , Estimate of human Worth : moreover afte^ a 
Time they lose the Confidence of their Fellowmen^ which is 
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OBly accorded to nprigfat Conduct, and the mora) Influence 
of which it one of the grandest and powerfuUest Levers 
io haman Afiairs: the Man who goes upon the Principle 
that Morality has no real Existence orControul over Men, 
will 6nd himself as much out as the most credulous Dupe 
who trusts in the Professions of all he meets . 

BAI^fUIBSS. 

The Circumstance of all Things being relative is the 
great Source of Happiness, and the Reason why Mankind, 
tho' dipping so essentially in Tastes, Temper, Means, and 
Conditions, are yet enabled to attain an almost equal 
Amount of Happiness : the great Differences in human 
Happiness arise from moral, far more than from external 

Inequalities; werethereany/i^jo/tt/eStandardofHappiness' 
by how f«w could it be attained; in this, as in every othei 
Arrangemwit of Providence, the Wisdom and Godness of 
the Deity are alike manifest. Happiness is thus suited to 
every Capacity, rising or falling, like a Buoy, with every 
Undolationof human Character : it is by the Principle of 
Association fand on this the Adaptation of Character to 
Circumstances depends), that his rude Hut with its bleak 
Prospect has as many Charms for the simple Hind, as the 
most varied Scenery to the fastidious Eye of Taste*. 

TBB EHGLISR CHDRCB . 

It is unsafe to disjoin Religion from the State, I do 
not mean as a political Machine, for this is corrupting it 
but as a moral Cooperator and spiritual Ally : it should be 
so far disjoined that its Members may feel that the Main- 
tenance of the Religion they profess depends on the zealous 
Performance of their Duties, and the Acting up to its Pre- 
cepts, and that they may learn to fix it firmly on its own 
true Basis, and not to prop a System of empty Forms and 
ootward Observances, and arbitrary Dogmas, on the far less 
iecure Fabric of the State; for Religion must always have 
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artroDg H<4d on Mens' Hearts ^/WkiclL will always beat 
with the &ame Hopes and Fears, but'Statesyslems have a 
Claim on their Affections and Cooperation only so long- as 
Men feel that the Form of Goverment promotes their 
Wellfare, and embodies their Intelligence; but these Forms 
must change with the Change of this skme Intelligence, 
and how dangerous would it not be to bind up the WelW^ 
being of the Church with Forms so unstable, as if it had 
no eternal Foundations of its own, but must lean on the 
rotten Piiiars of the State : the Charch shankl be a mighty 
and independent Power, knowing no Sects nor Partydi»> 
Unctions, much less forming in itself a sealous and bigoted 
political Faction , as it has too often done both at Home 
and abroad : it should be a separate Existenoe^ and yet tha 
Life and quickening Principle of all the rest: thelnflnenos 
it exercises on the State should be indirect, thelnfluenoe 
of Learning, Virtue, Piety, and not thro" the vulgar 
Channels of political Intrigue, Electionmongering, and 
Partycombinations; it should be a Power and-Presence of 
Good, softening the Asperities and lUblood of Tiniefir of 
Excitement, teaching Men to strive more towards, and to 
value more, the inward Freedom of Truth and Reason 
tban the outward of Forms and Immunities, which will 
surely follow on the former: encoaraging them to beconat 
free Citizens in Christ, rather than tenpourid Freeholders 
in Mammon: and let^t not be thought that the Church 
cannot stand without being politically connected with the' 
State : none of its many nobler Members insult it so 
much as these false Friends, who cloak their. Selfends 
under a feigned Anxiety for that Church whicli they can- 
not do without, but which can very well dowuhout themi 
what can be based so (irmly as that wliich is based on 
Loi'e? neitVier Flood, Fire, nor Sword, can destroy these 
Foiindalions; so long as the Church exercises a Dominion 
of Affection it matters little what Changes the fonns ofGo- 
vciment undei-go : it will stand the tjnie Palladium, of 
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natioQ&i Wellbelng, a Point of Union when all el9« U 
Doubt, Distrcist, and Insecurity: whoever has had th< 
Pleasure of seeing that most hcartgratifying of all lights in 
Ejigland^ and perhaps oftcner in Scotland, a Clergyman 
who efiectively and conscientiously does hisDuty^will rea- 
dily agree to my Opinion, I think: he must have remarked 
that the Parishioners conduct themselves with infinitely 
more Regard to Morality than elsewhere, not because more 
liable to be punished, but from Respect to their Pastor : 
and this, the beautiful and so gentle Restraint of Love> 
reaches where Laws never can , to the Fireside, yea! tD 
the very Heart, even as the Springtidewarmth to the Lifie- 
principle of the Seed, making the Morality it produces at 
OQce a Tribute to its own real, efficient Existence, and a 
Proof that the Soil needs but be cultivated to yield tha 
good Crop: now no Goveimentchanges would lessen titt 
Influence of these excellent Men, because it is founded 
on the best and duriugmost. Principles of our Nature, 
and when all accidental and merely conventional Modes 
of Power would be without Avail, this would main- 
tain its primal Force : godlike Things exercise a godlika 
Restraint, and, spite of their many Perversities , Men bow 
willingly to Truth and Virtue, for they feel that these 
have a divine Sanction, why the same Results should not 
he exhibited on a large Scale as on the small would be 
hard to say . 

RECIPROCAL ACTION OF GBMUS. 

Great Men generally rise in a Cluster at particular 
Times, owing to certain stirring Circumstances, Changes 
in Opinion and Intelligence etc. there never was a Want of 
the great Heart but some Masterspirit rose to give it a 
Voice, it is vague, and felt scarce consciously 'till be 
appears, and then all recognize and acknowledge it ; but 
Iho' he feels it more distinctly than the rest, he is not less 
indebted lo itfor that: great Men act on eachother,80 
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chat each attains a Perfectioa he coulcL never otherwise 
have reached; one Grenias supplies the Deficiencies, ia a 
Corollary, of another: thus Raphael learned finer Coloring 
£rom Fra Bartolommeo, while the latter improved his 
Persiiective by studying R/s Works, and later in Iiife 
Raphael approached nearer to Titian 's Coloring »-« Fra 
Bartolommeo formed himself on Leonardo da Vinci, 
while he again was taught by Verrocchio, and Raphael 
by P. Perugino. Annibal Garaoci had the Advantage of 
studying all the great Maiiters, and could thereft^e estimate 
different Methods better, and select a greater Variety 
of Excellences and Resources : thus one Artist is a Result 
of many , and the one becomes first the true Artist thro* 
all who have gone before him , just as one Man combines 
in himself the Knowledge and Intelligence of his Eind at 
the Period when he lives—. 

aBVBL^TIOII. 

• 

Is a Matter of Faith as well as of Reason: it wfts meant 
to be a Test of our Confidence in him with whom the 
Scheme of Redemption origiuated, and of our Submission 
to his Will; and since in that large Portion of it which 
we can comprehend we see such convincing Proofs of 
divine Wisdom and Goodness , surely it were ihe Height 
of Ingratitude and Folly to reject that large Portion , the 
practical Utility of which is obvious, for the Sake of 
that very small Portion (comprising merely speculative 
Questions,and consequently superfluou;stoMan considered 
as one who has to practice Christianity) which lies beyond 
the Beach of human Thought : were there no Points in 
Revelation which bafile the feeble Intellect of Man, and 
ask Bcilief where we can have no full Conviction on merely 
speculative Grounds, there could be no Faith: now Faith 
is the great Half of Religion: as it is, there is a moral 
Merit in the Acceptance of Chrtstiaaily with all its 
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DifficaUies^ implying an humble Spirit and a meek Heart, 
and as these Qualities are by far the most essential to 
Man's Happiness here, and the most acceptable in God's 
Eyes , so does his Gospel give more Scope to the Exercise 
of these than of the reasoning Faculties, which almost 
always bring in their Train Pride and Se]fconceit,and not 
seldom Hardheartcdness also: and, as if to teach us this 
very Meekness , there are certain Points which have 
baffled, and ever will baffle, all the Attempts of Reason^ 
who pulls down upon his own Head the Babel of Doubt 
and Speculation : now it is pr^isety in these Points that 
our Faith must be displayed, the Religion of the Heart 
and the Affections: certain Questions are not cognizable 
by human .Reason, but even if they were, had the 
Doctrines of our Religion at all influented the Heart, we 
should embrace it at once without waiting 'till the cold 
Calculations of Reason had rigorously demonstrated its 
Credibility. Religion, like Happiness, is much more a 
Sentiment of the Heart than a Conviction of the Under- 
standing; its very Essence consists not in reasoning on its 
abstract Proofs and Principles , as Matter of Speculation > 
but in practicing its Precepts, and bringing them home to 
the Heart : and surely this is perfectly consistent with 
divine Wisdom: the Practice of Religion Is placed within 
Reach of all, all can comprehend the Value and Beauty 
of kind Actions, who would be little able or inclined to 
follow out abstract Discussions: the Proofs of our Religion 
are such as to convince every unprejudiced Mind : now 
were the Proofs such as to overwhelm andybrce Conviction 
even from the Sceptical and Prejudiced, the moral Merit 
of Accepting the Gospel would Le done away with : there 
would be no Trial of the Affections, nor any Freedom of 
Choice : we are told to practice the Gospel if we would 
know whether it be of God , because thus our Hearts and 
Affections being schooled to its gentle Ministries we shall 
thereby become at once fitted to feel its divine Origin : 
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we shall thus acipiire that Meekness wh'tch is the only 
Miitable Veliiclc for h»?avenly Truths, and thus we should 
no longer need speculative Arguments: hut we begin at 
tli-e wroni! Knd: when we commence by arguing, and oci 
Points alike superfluous and inexplicable by us, (for in 
these alone is there Boom for Doubt or Argument,} 
endless Difiiculties start up, and we remain at the Thresh- 
liold 6f the beautiful Temple of Religion, this vast and 
{iflorious World , and hear not the heavenly Preacher, who 
preaches there eternally in all we see and hear, if his 
Word have but first opened our Hearts , for without thia 
we have neither Eyes to see nor Ears to hear. 



SOPHISTRY . 



Tlierc is something in the very Nature of sophistical 
Reasoning which renders it shallow : it is an Abuse , a 
PeTTcrsion of moral Feeling and sound Intellect , ever 
apt (o belie itself, and, like a Lie, involving the Mind in a 
vicious Circle , wherein confused and perplexed the 
Selfcontradiction stands confessed : the natural Bent of 
the human Mind towards Truth cannot be destroyed, 
and the Struggle to maintain a Falsehood is prodactiye- 
of manyfold Inconsistencies . 



SOPBlsas OT HEH , 



Herod, in putting John the Baptist to Death, pretended 
that it was incumbent on him as a Duty to fulfill his 
Promise, and yet, such is the practical Inconsistency of 
Men , while alledging Duty to be his Motive, he wilfully 
violated those common Principles of Humanity and 
Justice which he was tentiraes more bound in Dutjr to 
observe than a Promise, the very Criminality of which 
absolved him from its Performance: it is thus that, fre- 
(|uentIy,our pretended Observance of one Virtue leads us 
into much greater Crimes than the Nonobservance could 
possibly do; I say « pretended Obcoryance », for evea 



Uiat one Virtae of infinitely lesser Importance I0 not 
observed yfhen the Performance of it involves the Viola- 
tion of tbose higher Duties, wherein it is included and 
implied, as the Part in the Whole: from a factirioas Sena* 
of Duty a Man will be induced to fight a Duel, but he 
has not that higher Sense of Duty which leads him to 
nbstain from sacrificing his own, or a Fellowcreatu re's, Life 
in direct Violation of hia Maker's Ordinance: but the 
Fact is that on such Occasions our Pride, Angpr, Self- 
willedness etc. taVe the Guise of Virtue , which they use 
merely as a Stalkinghorsc , a Sort of Shuffling to trick 
Conscience : thus Men wilfully blind themselves to their 
real Motives in Order to iTug themselves still in their 
Selfesteem,and yet at the same Time gratify their inherent 
Indolence or Vice: how often do we hear Men alledging a 
less Duty for the Violation of a greater, in which Case the 
less Duty is none, because involved in the greater, whi^h 
has a prior Claim : and still more being negatived aj a 
Duty by the Nature of the Application : thus of late Yearr 
ive have heard the Slavetradeabolitionbill opposed as 
being unjust to those few who are Slaveholders, quits 
forgetting the infinitely wider and essentialer Breach of 
Justice, involved in depriving Men of all that makes 
them such. Men often commit great Cruelly and Injustice 
because they have sworn forsooth ; it is a Duty to abide 
by an Oath when just, but if by performing it we violate 
the Principles of Justice and Humanity , with which no 
Oath that involves a real moral Obligatinn to its Ful- 
filment is incompatible, we are doubly criminal, first ia 
rashly swearing, and secondly in rashly fulfilling; and 
surely one Fault , the rash Swearing , cannot be a Reason 
for a second, the still more rash Fulfilling: when a Man 
focuses a Crime on the Score of an Oath , we may fairly 
suspect the Devil of quoting Scripture; what he represents 
as the Obligation to it, is nothing but an additional Sin, 
speoiously disguised as an Obligation. 
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Though they be aeemingly opposed are very similar, 
and indicatiye of a mental Weakness and Defect which is 
their common Origin; they are both Belief carried to the 
Extreme , and both equally remoyed from the fust Mean 
of sound Philosophy : the Oversceptical believe* that 
nothing is true, and this is being creduioui enough I 
think; the Overcredulous believes that everything is true; 
thus here also the Extremes meet. 

SIllpLB TISTBS. 

The Preservation of simple Tastes, whether moral or 
physical , seems to be a Matter of the very highest Moment 
with Reference to our Happiness in Life : to be fastidious 
is to be wretched ourselves and make others so : how infi- 
nitely superior is the Condition of a Man accustomed to 
simple, frugal, and wholesome Diet, to that of the pampered 
Epicure, whose morbid Taste is hardly roused by the 
highestseasoned Viands : it is just the same with our intel- 
lectual Tastes and Habils; if we cherish a Love of the 
Strange and the Exaggerated, of extraordinary Incident 
and farfetched Adventure, of fictitious Joys and Sorrows, 
we shall deaden our natural and healthy Sensibilities, aad 
lose all Relish for the simple Events and ordinary Oc- 
casions of Life, which is the greatest of all Evils: since 
thus we live the Life of a Dream ^dmdi not our rea/ Life: 
there is something godlike in simple Tastes and Feelings : 
they give us the Feeling of the True, the During, the 
ludispensible , we feel that we are moving grandly and 
seen rely on with this vast Whole, that we are leaoing 
upon Nature's mighty Arm, which will not fail us; we 
have more the Sentiment of God too, because , standing 
thus in closer Contact with Nature , he is oftener presented 
to our Thoughts, and we are of quicker Apprehension : 
and this one Good, methiuks, outweighs all that Wealth 
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and Art can offer of factitious Besouroes^ for with it we 
would not accept grbat Wealth eren if we could have it, 
ie»i it 4houid lessen or destroy this dit^ine Sentiment , 
as it too often does, and make it no longer indispensible 
to usi 

TEUTB. 

In Order to attain Truth we should free ourselves 
from all our early Prejudices, the' this be not easy ; for we 
suck in with out MothersmiJk a Variety of Prejudices in 
Politics, Morals, and Religion, which are closely blended 
with the Belief we entertain of the most sacred and im- 
portant Truths, to which we ej^tend the Reverence and 
Love felt towards these, so that our noblest and purest 
Feelings are often enlisted in the Cause and Preservation 
of Prejudices which may be injurious to the best Interests 
of Virtue and Reason: but it is an imperious Duty to 
remove them, aod, having done 80« to accept Truth, 
whatever Sacrifices she may require at our Hands, ^ell- 
knowing that what she brings with her will amply com- 
pensate us in the End , and most and best by cont^incing 
us that what seemed to us then a Sacrifice is none, nay, 
a great and lasting Gain : the Past is pregnant with the 
Futnre , but what avail the Spectacles of Experience to 
him whose very Eyes squint from Prejudice? unless first 
rid of this then^ our very Learning and Ingenuity will 
Only enable us to give fresh Currency , and additional 
Authority, to pernicious Errors. 

LBAB. 

One of the roost difficult Things in Playwriting is to 
animate perfectly different Characters at one same Moment, 
in Contact and Contrast with eachother : this is not only 
a Transmigration , but a Division of Soul, Which is still 
more wonderful , yet Shakespear accomplishes this with 
the mou perfect Success : most Dramatists become Mora- 



1iB«rs or metaphysical Analysers of Passions at tfa« very 
Moment that the Agent is supposed to be under their 
Influence > the Efiect of which is as if a Person should 
describe himself as saffering Agonies in Language v^hich 
leads us to think him quite at his Ease : how different is 
Shakespear! three such Characters as Lear, the Fool, and 
Edgar, were never brought together, all at once, and yet 
each so wonderfully unique and distinct: the terrible 
Madness of Lear, vhich rises into the sublimest Poetry, 
seising on the most indifierentCircomsCanoes, and twisting 
them into the Train of its one phrenzying Bemembrance; 
even when with the Inconsistency of hi^ Condition he 
seems to wander from it, all of a-sndden he seizes again 
on the Leadingthread of his Thoughts , and follows it np 
with fearful Energy: even when the Clown s Jests and odd 
Questions seem to lead into qnite difierent Channels of 
Thought, they serve but to brio^ Lear batk to. the Point; 
you see that he is brooding od it, and ever and anon it 
flashes ont in some terrible Sentence, as in Act IIL 
Scene Yl.when the Fool says « pr! y thee yXuncle, tell me 
whether a Madman be a Gentleman or a Yeoman? » Lear 
answers : « a King, a Ringl » — then the Clown proceeds 
to say « no, he*s a Yeoman that has a Gentleman to his 
Son, for he's a mad Yeoman thatseeshisSonaGentJemati 
before him : » on which Lear breaks in, the deep Under- 
current of his Thoughts again whirling all along with it, 
« to have a thousand with red, burning Spits come hissing 
in upon them » : which brief Sentence is admirably 
managed, like a Glimpse into the Hell of his troubled 
Thoughts: it is the last of a series of painful and terrible 
][deas which have been whirling thro' his Brain , and of 
which he utters aloud these few Words; it is not said a 
thousand of what, merely, a to have a thousand » ! leaving 
the Reader to follow up what is suggested by it into the 
dark Depths of the Madman's Soul, whence it had flashed 
9ut like a fitful Gleam of baleful Fire: perhaps the graadast 
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Obiect eve? conceived hy the Mind of Man is Lear, vrith 
hi^'gray Hair tossed by the Tempest, calling upon the 
E^toeuts, which in their sublime Disorder seem to sym- 
pathize with his own troubled Soul: then , in Contrast 
vith this grand Figure , we have the poor Fool , whom 
Lear, in the Days of hi» Pride and Prosperity had kept to 
amuse him, little foreseeing that he himself was to ba 
reserved to a lite, tho' more terrible. Visitation: the 
Foot's Jests under a laughable Exterior often cootain 
iotind Sense, and are such-^s to sting Lear bitterly, but 
Adversity has developed a certain Grandeur and Energy 
of Character in Lear, which in his happier Days had taken 
the Form of headstrong Selfwill and despotic Obstinacy : 
a^ain, and still in perfect Contrast^ we have the feigned 
Madman , Edgar , in whose incongruous Expressions , 
vvithout Aim or ^Connexion, we' clearly see the Affectation 
of Madness ; there is no leading Idea comes up every now 
and then in the Midst of them, there are none of tho«e 
necessary Connexions of Association which make them- 
selves felt in Lear's wildest Bursts: it is an arbitrary 
Jargon , a strange Assemblage of oddsounding Words and 
jumbled Ideas, neither has it the sly Wit and Appositeneas 
of the Fool's Remarks; these three wonderful Combination* 
stand together, discourse, and act, yet never lose foron« 
Moment a single Shade of their Identity: the Nonsense of 
{ydgiir succeeds Lear's sublime Mixture of Sense and 
Madness, and this again is relieved by the Buffoonery and * 
Wit of the Fool in wonderful Alternation. 

VIBTDB. 

It is better that our Virtues be accompanied, I had 
almost said, by some Vices, but at least by some Imper- 
fections, otherwise they may grow proud and corrupt: 
and Pride is the most heavenlia ted ofSius: tobeoverproud, 
and deem oneself initnuculate, is one of the worst of FaulU, 
and the Parent of many more, indeed with this Feeling 
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Virtue ia out of the Question; the meek Soul may err, 
but it 18 then an isolated Fault, it is but a Weed in the 
Soil: but Pride is an Unfitness , an yncongenialneaa of the 
whole Soil itself for good Growths. 



tTQLinss. 

Ugly persons, mora particularly Women, from the 
absurd Value attached to the Possession of Beauty among 
them by Men , are frequently proud and petti^: being 
overlooked in general , they seek to be even with Nature 
for the Illturn she has done them^and treat others as they 
find themselves treated : not being put into Goodhumour 
with themselves, they are out of Humour with everyone: 
on stronger Minds however it acts in a different Way, and 
leads them to cultivate the Understanding. Ugliness may 
be a great Evil to a sensitive Person, since the Soul b as 
lovely , as capable of loving and being loved, as that of the 
fairest. 

TUB TBUB POST. 

The true Poet should embody the Spirit of Humanity 
deeply and vividly in his Wirtings , and he may make sore 
that this same Spirit will one Day vindicate him: his 
Triumph wiU be that of Nature , he has identified himself 
■with the Progress of Mankind , and a« Nature reasserts 
her Rights over Men's Minds and Hearts, as a more 
comprehensive Sentiment of the Dignity of Humannatnn, 
of the true and only Equality of Men by Virtue and Worth, 
spreads abroad , his Works will be hailed as an Embodying 
of this Spirit, and well be treasured up enduring as the 
Haart of Man . Mankind might as well think of casting off 
its inmost Desires and Afiections as of refusiiig to such a 
Writer that most holy and legitimate Influence which, 
precisely thro' these, he attains infallibly. 



WORDSWORTH ARD BTROIT. 

Byron is the Poet of the yonng, the lovesick, brain- 
fevered, mawkish Sentimentalists, of the numberless 
brainless and heartless Abortions of fashionable and 
artificial Life , the Victims of selfimagined Sorrows , who 
are overgood^for this coarse, actual World, oversensitive, 
God bless them! for any but a poetic Existence, who 
would turn aside after Perusal of the Giaour or Corsair 
from a starving Beggar, as a vulgar', uoromantic Object: 
the Effect of Byron's Poetry is to make us turn down our 
Shirtcollar8,becoroe singular, morose, manhating, miserable, 
discontented with ourselves and all around us, and to 
make us shun all the Duties of sober Existence as unpoetic, 
and consequently beneath our Notice •— > Wordsworth 
is the Poet of the Man , the Christian , the Citizen: 
the Tendency of his Poetry is to enlarge the Sphere of 
our Sympathies, to send us abroad into the World with 
expansive Hearts, as to a glorious tho' trying Arena, 
there to strive after the Crown of Humanity, by fulfilling 
the holy and exalting Duties which our present Existence 
opens up to us, and to restore our Hearts to Nature by 
exercising our Sympathies on the healthy and familiar 
Objects and Occurrences of daily Life: and the Poet who 
has done this, who has linked his Thoughts with Nature's 
eternal Productions, will be recalled to Mind thro' these 
on an Infinity of Occasions , will be the Partner of our 
Walks and Wanderings^ will teach us by the Fireside 
and in the Field, when the other, whose Subjects and 
Sympathies are merely arbitrary and artificial , and not 
according to the eternal Nature of Things , will pass away, 
like a vain Name , with that false social System and its 
unnatural Arrangements, of which he was the Organ: this 
has already been the Case ^ith Byron: he did not write 
for the eternal Principles of Humannature, which outlast 
all Change, he did not exalt Mankind and himseffwith it. 
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And therefore it cherishes him not, as it does Wordsworth 
more and more, and as it will and must do: how deep u 
the latter 's Insight into Art compared with the foimerV 
ivhat Production of his can be opposed to the «Laodsunia » ? 
so. full oi the Spirit of Antiquity « that it seems a grand 
Fragment from the sublime, chaste, and majestic Pea of 
Sophocles in the purest Spirit of the noble Edipus Colonoa , 
full of the Calmness and the Depth of Eternity; hov 
meagre seem all Byrou 's Passages on Art in Comparison , 
indeed Greek Art to him was a sealed Mystery , his Mind 
had nothing ideal about it; very few English Wiiters have 
the Sentiment of Art, tho' it is, or rather might be, tlitf 
Source of a very peculiar and very grand Style of Poetry, 
which consists, in my Opinion, in breathipg the Depth, 
Force, and Ideality, of Christian Sentiment into th« 
antique Forms, for to reproduce them merely in the 
Mythological Sense is Waste pf Time . 

PBEOtCTlOHS, 

Predictions, operating on a particular Frame of Mind , 
sometimes verify themselves, what was mental Illuaiou 
ceases to be so, and becomes Fact and Reality: from thu 
Influence of a disordered Imagination the Character, 
Views, and Actions, come to be moulded upon the Idea: 
but it is obvious when this Part of the Process commencos 
that the Prediction is nothing supernatural, it has become 
a Motive and Agency like any other ordinary Idea: we 
often hear Persons express Surprize at the mighty practical 
Influence of such Ideas, but most unreasonably , since tha 
Idea has become inwoven with all our Feelings, with every 
Thread in the Web of human Motives , and has as real a 
Being as any other Object of Pursuit or Avoidance. 

ASSTIMBHCS. 

Perfect Abstinence is much easier maintained than 
partial Enjoyment, in any unlawful, exciting, or seductive 
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Pursuit: in Abstinence there are no Degrees , but all 
Indulgence implies Gradation: and tbo' tbe Alpba and 
Omega be ivide indeed removed , yet tbe Sbades of 
difference between each Link and tbe connecting ones 
before and after are so gradually diminished , that we are 
insensibly drawn on to quit one and another ere we fancy 
we have well commenced the first: besides this. Abstinence 
has to contend with a simple Desire , which from Want of 
Fuel will mostly die out, but partial Enjoyment feeds 
and irritates this Itching: it never dies, because tho' 
perhaps but leanly fed, yet, like a lean and hungry 
Animal^ the Bit we fling it irritates without satisfying. 

SBLFDELVSION . 

It sometimes happens that we witness the Performance 
of some simple Act of Charity or Kindness, of which our 
inborn Idleness or Indifierence renders us incapable: upon 
such Occasions , in Order to excuse ourselves, and save the 
Wound which Truth might inflict on Seifesleem, we say 
to the Person , a oh how generous you are » : thus elevating 
a common Act of Humanity above the ordinary Level of 
Merit, lest our Want of it should sink us below tbe 
same. 

PLBiiSURB . 

He who slaves in the Pursuit of Pleasure never finds 
it, because be sacrifices the End to the erroneous Means 
which he employs to attain it, but be who labours for 
Truth and Virtue sincerely, attains these, and in them is 
summed up ail true and lasting Pleasure: the first, 
transforming a Shadow into a Reality, pursues an everflying 
Dream, the latter at every Step meets with the real 
Substance of Enjoyment. Enjoyment as an Object in itself 
will ever defeat our Expectations and Eflbrts, it is like a 
Shadow, always formed by some other Body, and not 
attainable without this: now Virtue is the Body or 

Fol. II. 26 
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Substance which surest casts the Shadow of Pleasure: if 
then we fulfill our highest Duties, vre shall taste the 
highest Pleasure of which we are capable, or, in other 
Words , we shall be in the most perfect Form what God 
made and meant us to be , which comes to the same Thing. 

FLiLTTERT . 

Flattery is a base Gift and degrades both Giver and 
Receiver; it detracts from the Honesty of the one and 
from the Goodsense of the other, and ever in the same 
Proportion that a Man swallows Praise , we n^ay condade 
that he wants Capacity for Truth. 

WflT WB READ. 

We too often read lor the same Purpose that we 
consult a Person for Advice, i. e. not to ascertain the 
Truth, but to confirm our own Wishes and OpinioDs, and 
to seek abroad that Excuse for a certain Line of Conduct 
of the Justness or Propriety of which we entertain some 
halfstifled I>oubts within. 

ECOHOttT . 

The most absurd Economy, and not rare in rich People, . 
consists in being extravagant or careless in large Sums, and 
meanly or inconsistently niggardly in comparative Trifles: 
this, independent of mere Loss or Gain in Money, is the 
worst Policy, since we thus subject ourselves to the most 
contemptible of Characters with the least possible Com- 
pensation , while we at the same Time lay ourselves open 
to the Charge of Extravagance '.expensive withoutLiberality, 
and niggardly without Profit ! 

ON HONINTERFEREirCB OF NATIOITS. 

Upon Occasions of Revolution or Disturbance in a 
Country, which concern the Homeinterests of that Country 
alone, never let Foreigners haye any Share: they have 
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almost always some Selfend or Byyiew, and their Interests 
are not the same: hence they will not go the same Lengths, 
nor run the same Risks, and lastly their Touch is not 
sufficiently delicate to deal with national Feelings, Preju- 
dices, and Excitements: every People must owe their 
Regeneration to themselves, and true Freedom , like real 
Honour, must be selfderived, and not a Gift; foreign 
Interference is a rash and blind Agent, and may do much 
Harm without being in the least aware of it: to illustrate 
it in a homely Manner, it reminds one of being shaved by 
another Hand than one's own: there being no Sympathy 
between the' Operator and the Operated-on , the former 
may cut deep without even knowing it, but when the 
Operation is selfperformed , we may cut the Skin, but 
there the Evil stops, for the Wound inflicted and the 
Perception of it are coinstantancous. 

VIRTUOUS HABITS. 

How blessed a Thing it is to feel our Virtue is 
something more than a shortlived Glow of the Imagination, 
to feel that it has a real, substantial Existence, that it 
kindles up our Hearts and influences our'Actions: it is 
then first we become truly aware how shameful it is to 
defile the living Temple of God wherein we dwell: but 
the perfection and true Pleasure of Virtue is to feel that 
the virtuous Deed is itself a Motive, to feel it influencing 
our Conduct just as a Love of Pleasure, of Gain, of 
Power etc. was wont to do before: we look not beyond the 
Act, we look not to the Rewards or Terrors of a future 
Life, but are bent only on performing that the Omission 
of which would be painful: we have no Thought of being 
or doingGood as a Duty , it becomes our Being , ourselves,' 
we no longer think of doing Good, it is implied in mere 
Doing, we can no more do otherwise than the Rose can 
smell otherwise than as a Rose . 
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BZTEAT4GABCB. 

He who spends his Money too rapidly and carelessly, 
will come to set that Value on it which he should not 
do: he never has it, and therefore feels the Want and 
Indispensahleness of it too keenly, and thus he becomes 
its Slave, and will he constrained to Meannesses for the 
Sake of it, thus mean and extravagant at once, grasping 
with one Hand, and flinging away with the other. 

POimUl LIFBi 

I should be loth to renounce my Belief in a future 
State of Rewards and Punishments, were it only for this , 
that I should thus deprive myself of the Satisfaction of 
anticipating a Period when the Knaves and Villains, who 
in this World manage often but too effectually to escape 
Justice, and en)oy their iniquitous Gains with Impunity, 
may, in the Words of Persius, a Virtutem yideant, 
intabescantque relicta »! 

MBi.llVESS AND ABROGAVCB . 

Though they may seem distinct are assentiaUy the 
same, and spring from one same Baseness of Spirit. 
Arrogance is the Form which Meanness assumes when, 
from the Accidents of Fortune, it may display the natural 
Bent of its Temper, and Meanness is the congenial Opposite 
into which Arrogance sinks, when it comes to be dependent 
on others: and both are alike remote from Sobriety in 
Prosperity, and manly Independence in Adversity. 

HATUREd . 

There are some Natures with which we must deal 
gently, as we handle a Thistle, lest they sting as, while 
others, like the Nettle, require to be grasped roughly and 
boldly. 
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SOCIAL CHARGES. 

The moral Crises of Society, like natural Phenomena, 
have their stated Modes and Periods of Occurrence ; it is 
thus that , one after another , Nations fling ofif their worn- 
out Prejudices, and assume a Dress more suited to their 
increased Strength and Bulk: to attempt Improvements 
above the Comprehension, or against the Current, of th« 
national Mind, is to bring Failure on the Attempt; we, 
must await the Period, when the Wheel, in its natural 
Revolution, flings off the Dust and Dirt contracted in pas- 
sing onward from Antiquity . 

OVEREARLYLEARKEO CHILDRBM. 

If you attempt to put too much Reason into a Child's 
Head at an overearly Age , the Chances are that he loses 
his Wits J and the Loss of his own Brains is poorly com- 
pensated by cramming his Head with those of others. 

TRUST 

He who knows himself well , will know the Measure 
of Trust to be reposed in others. 

AVARICE . 

There are few Things more lamentable to contem- 
plate than the Progress of that moral Disease which we 
call Avarice, and which , like Ossification in the physical 
System , hardens all the tender Parts of the Heart , and 
petrifies it into Inhumanity : its Action on the Character 
is such that to give, or part with, the most vile and useless 
Object, be it but a Bit of waste Paper, becomes often a 
bitter Sacrifice: the mere Act or Thought of giving, without 
any Reference to the Value of the Thing given, grows an 
Infliction . 
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TRDB TALBVT. 

True Talent, like the Philosopher's Stone ^ turns all 
it touches into Gold, and extracts Honey from the least- 
promising Flower; under its Operation, Substances, which 
to the untaught Eye of Ignorance seemed as unductile 
and unyielding as Iron , become transformed into Shapes 
of Beauty and Utility. 

DBSPORDEBCT . 

There is scarcely anything more destructive of Virtue 
and Energy than Despondence : it destroys the Pleasure of 
the Present, deadens the Motives of the Future, and calls 
up the Past only as the Spirit o( departed Enjoyment, thus 
leaving the Mind without any Resources: it carries on a 
civil War within, and cuts oif all Relief from without by 
painful Anticipations and gloomy Recollections ; the Mind 
eats into itself, and perverts to its own Destruction those 
Powers whose healthy Action should have made its 
Happiness. 

SBLFCONCBIT . 

The conceited Man is an infinitely happier Animal 
than the proud Man : protected by the sevenfold Shield 
of his good Opinion, and armed from Top to Toe iu 
Selfesteem , he regards it as little less than Selftreason to 
admit a Comparison between himself and another: he 
sits within a charmed Circle of his own, and breathes the 
delicious Atmosphere of Selfsatisfaction , like the Peacock 
iu the Fable , delighted with all he does. 

TDRIIf. 

There is something very peculiar and very Italian in 
the Appearance of Turin on a warm Summersevening: 
everything looks so lazy and happy , down to the very 
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Dogs and Cats that saunter leisurely along the Streets; 
they all seem, Man and Beast alike, to have nothing on 
Earth to do but to give themselves up to the drowsy 
Influence of the Hour, and quietly await the Morrow ; the 
Sentries lounge idly on their Posts, the Priests scarcely 
move along with their Arms folded behind them, as if 
«Ten Conversation were too great an Effort, while a Cart 
or two dawdles along, as if Driver and Beast were alike 
dropping asleep; at the Shopdoors stand the Tiadesmen, 
drowsily looking upon the contagious Monotony of the 
Scene around, in Fact everything looks as if the Fairy of 
the Arabian Nights had waved her soporific \Yand over 
the Place, 

HATURB AND UAV . 

How happy is it, that, when disgusted with Man, we 
can fall back on Nature ! it is so sweet a Relief, too often 
also, unfortunately, a godlike and perfect Contrast: but 
the true. Effect of Nature is never to strengthen even tliat 
Feeling which makes her Charms doubly felt, and which 
led us to throw ourselves into her chaste Embrace, and oti 
that calm and selfcon ten ted Bosom to reacquire that sublime 
Tranquillity which is the highest Blessing she can impart, 
and which makes a Return to her, from the Contradictions 
of Man 's Life, like reposing awhile in the Bosom of the 
God himself who made her — but still the ultimate Effect 
of this sublime Commune should be, to send us back into 
Life, not with an increased Disgust for Man, and his 
fretful Strivings and Searchings, but with a fuller Sentiment 
and Revelation of what he should be, and a more earne&t 
Wish and Zeal to make him so. 

ON THB SENTIMENT OF VIRTOB. 

It is better, in my Opinion , to have read and Jelt 
such a Workasct Clarissa Harlowen, or Godwin's «St Leon », 
than to have laid up in the Memory the Details of many 
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Sciences; there is a Wisdom of the Heart which is wortTi 
more thaa that of the Head , and a few grand moral Truths 
sown early there , will profit more unto Life and Salvation 
than any Amount of merely scientific Knowledge: If we 
have felt such Works , we rise np from them with an Im- 
pression of the Grandeur and Beauty of Virtue, which 
remains indelibly imprinted in our Hearts; we carry it 
vrith |is into the prosaic Realities of Life, and like a divine 
Egis it is interposed between us and all that would debase 
and dwarf us therein! in learning to revere and worship 
Clarissa, a boundless Good has been imparted to us; 
we have learnt to revere in her, as the true Type of 
Womanhood, Woman at large; and thinking more grandly 
of the female Character, and also more-truly for that 
Reason, (for the nobler a Thingas, the more it is what 
God meant it to be , and what He meant it to be, must 
be its truest Mode of Being,) we come to view all the 
Relations of Life connected with them in a larger Way, 
and from a higher Point of View : we have ascended the 
Jacobsladder of Truth many Steps nearer to God, and 
consequently look down on all below us in a more godlike 
Fashion, much more as God does; we are then ourselves 
as one of the Angels who were seen ascending and descen- 
ding it , and thro' that godlike Sentiment we become 
Conductors of the Godlike — it is well for a young Girl to 
read such a Work , and feel the Grandeur to which Vir- 
tue ran rise: then will the divine Form of Clarissa, as an 
Impersonation of female Chastity, stand at her Side, like 
a Guardianangel , viewless to all sftve her, to shield her 
from all Attacks, and, where she might fall in her own 
Person, to save her in that of Clarissa Harlowe, no longer 
possessing the limited Powers of a mere Being of Flesh and 
Blood, to work out Good, but resolved and enlarged into 
an universal Presence of that Virtue, of which she was so 
sublime an Impersonation . 
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IirSPlRATIOlf. 

The Poet 's most inspired Passages are those Trhich 
leas^ express 'what he felt; but just for this vei^ Reason 
they are ever the best, it is precisely because he felt what 
He could not express , that what he has. expressed is so 
good : he was rapt beyond himself: he had drawn nearer 
to the primal Source of the Grand, the True, and the 
Beaatiful, nearer to God : and had left his comra.oner Self 
and his Fellowmen proportionately behind : and tho' he 
could not grasp that which was thus revealed to him in 
fuller, clearer Glory, yet the mere Striving to do so carried 
him far beyond all ordinary Efforts : — his greatest Efforts 
too are those performed at the Top of his Powers, and 
yet with the greatest Ease, it would cost him infinitely 
more Labour to compose aa indifferent Stanza than a 
firstrate Poem. 

TBOTBS. 

From Time to Time, gifted Minds discover some 
grand Truth , as it were an antique and precious Coin , 
with the Form and Superscription of God, visibly and 
undeniably, impressed upon it, uneffaced by Time and Ac- 
cident: by Degrees it becomes changed into its equivalent 
Value in smaller Money , and passes current; each receives 
of it so much as he comprehends, or so much as is ap- 
plicable to his Condition , and the moral Horizon of his 
Sphere, in Knowledge and Action. 

MAN AHD HATDBB. 

Man cannot comprehend or grasp Nature as a Whole , 
and therefore he breaks up her vast and sublime Unity 
into Fragments, such as he can master^ just as he physically 
splits her boundless Surface into little Compartments, into 
Fields, Districts, and Enclosures, where he can work 
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Gaims, tlicy HTcJelt at once, and the Heart never crrt 
when left to itself; the Mass of a People has in this Sense 
a godlike Heart: with a godlike Instinct it selects the True 
and Simple y and what can please many Hearta thro' many 
Ages must have its Foundation in the Depths of Human- 
nature, and , like the Homeflowers of the Soil, will neyer 
pass away; no Changes of Manners affect it, just as little 
as thes^ affect or change the Heart of Man in its Essence, 
and Jike the wild Fieldflowers, it will still delight, hecause, 
like these , it is agreeable to the Nature of Things , nothing 
capricious, farfetched, or casual, hut produced by Causes 
which must eyer operate in the same Way. 

C0T.I.BP0B80aiTT ABD CLITSLIFB 

May improve the rough and quiteunlicked Cubs of 
Nature, but will add little to the alreadypolished and 
refined: rough Stones at the Streamsbottom may, by 
constant Togetherrubbing, grow smoother, but smooth 
Pebbles will lose their superior Gloss and Polish among 
such rude Neighbours: the beneficial Influence of the fair 
Sex in refining both the inner and outwanl Man is felt by 
all, and a Proof of this is to be found in the Effect which 
the Want of their Society , even during the Intervals of 
three or four Years, produces on the Tone of a Man's 
Mind: when Men associate exclusively of the other Sex, a 
Grossness, a Want of Delicacy and Sentiment, arise, which 
deaden the Mind to a quick Perception of the Graceful 
and Becoming: they grow more selfish and heartless, 
more devoted to Selfgratification , and less inclined to 
make those Sacrifices of personal Feelings, Comforts, and 
Conveniences, which they perform in the Service of the 
fair Sex, first as a Duty, and then as a Pleasure: the 
Influence of Women can scarcely be estimated too highly 
in elevating and purifying the Character of- Man; and if 
Women only felt this Power., or, feeling, exercised it to 
aoble Ends alone^ what Beoefiti might not result from it? 
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if Merit, Learning, Integrity^ etc. were alone permit-* 
led to plead for Favour , instead of Foppery, Dress , and 
frivolous or even criminal Recommendations, how greatly 
would Morality atMl Happiness alike be advanced, for they 
are synonimous? and what pure and unrepented Pleasures 
would the fair Sex then lay up for themselves? for what 
Gratifications of empty Flattery and fleeting Conquest 
could equal those ^hich would thus be placed, within 
their Reach? to give back a Husband to his Wife, instead 
of, with a Vanity as contemptible as criminal, striving to 
lead him astray , a fond and faithful Father to his Chil- 
dren, a humble and repentant Christian to his God, an 
upright and zealous Member to Society: these, raethinks, 
are godlike Offices , and such as might well content and 
employ any Ambition, an Ambition too as practical as it 
is sublime, within Reach of all, and which finds an ample 
Sphere within the four Walls of every House : Men are 
sure to seek the Favor of Women , and if this be attainable 
only by Virtue , they will practice Virtue more ; it was no 
Wonder that the Romans were a valiant People, when 
Courage was the readiest Passport to female Esteem; the 
Clubassociations, so much the Fashion nowadays, seem to 
me to do more Harm than Good, by lessoning the Attrac- 
tions of that Homelife where after all we Hue most truly , 
live to God and our own Hearts; and oh! were every 
Man but what he should be there, as the Father, the 
Husband , and the Ctiristian , how little would he have to 
do to become a good Citizen I or rather, being already a 
Freeburgher of his heavenly Father's Kingdom, it is little 
likely that he should be found wanting in his Duties to 
the State; would everyman reform himself here , how 
little would there be to reform in the State! for the Vir- 
tues which are fostered by the Homefi reside, these are the 
godlike Virtues : the tender and loving Heart will pass 
no bloody Laws, it will not enslave its Fellowcreatores 
lor Lucre, nor break the Poormau's Neck with unjust 
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Taxes: but in these Glabs Men learn to talk fine, to settle 
the Affairs of Nations , and neglect their own ; they tend 
rather to encourage Vanity than sober Striving to'wards 
Good, and to substitute much Talk for a little wholesome 
Action; they are also safd to keep Men single; now the 
greatest Evil of this State seems to me , tho' I haye never 
heard the Objection made, that the single Man gets into a 
Habit of Iwing/br himself, thinking only of ^ and caring 
only for himself; there are many Exceptions no Doubt, 
but its general Tendency is this, and of all Evils the 
worst is to live for oneself; the married Man is constantly 
called on to make Sacrifices, which Love sublimes into 
Pleasure, and he who loves his own Family sincerely will 
be far likelier to feel the allembiacing Love of Mankind, 
than those in whose Mouths the Word is ever sounding, 
and who seem to think that their capacious Love to all 
Mankind absolves' them from bhowing any to any Indivi- 
dual; his Love is a mere barren, abstract Idea, useless, 
like the Raincloud floating over our Heads , until it break 
and descend in Drops to quicken and refresh. 



COMPOSITIONCORRBCTING . 



Tlie Reason why udf//«rcorrection so seldom improves 
in Works of Imagination, arises from the Warmth of 
Feeling, and Effervescence of animal Spirits with which 
the Act of Composing is accompanied — as an Act of 
Creation on the Part of the Mind it is highly gratifying, 
and it is with a Species of Distaslbe and Disinclination 
that we undertake the more dull and mechanical Task of 
reviewing our warmer Feelings; it can hardly be other 
than a Botch, because we produce and correct in two 
opposite Mindstates, so that either the Corrections will 
seem vapid in Comparison of the previous Passion, or else 
the Vehemence of Feeling will seem an Exa^eration : 
some Critics would have us foolishly distrust the Glow 
of excited Feeling, but it is fust the Reverse which we 
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should fear; when our Feelings kindle. Nature herself 
prompts and inspires us, she herself selects the most appro- 
priate Thoughts, Words, and Illustrations, for the Intensity 
of our Feelings, on the one Point which interests us, brings 
out with more Force all that is connected with it, and as 
we obey the Heart, what is truliest so is calculated to 
make a livelier Impression on us, and to suggest itself first f 
but when not thus warmed, then is it that we bring to* 
gether farfetched Thoughts and Images, because they do 
not suggest themselves then according to the true Rela- 
tions and Connections of Things ,smce, our Feelings not 
being sufficiently interested. Objects and Ideas not neces- 
sarily or naturally connected with our Subject suggest 
themselves with those which are so, and which alone 
should occur to and occupy us, but cannot, because our 
Feelings are not intensely enough interested in them to 
the Exclusion of all others, nor can therefore give them 
that Prominence they should have; hence arises a Jum- 
bling of incongruous Ideas and Images, which no Correc- 
tion can remove, for the Fault lies in the Cast itself > 
but in the former Case, tbo' some Scoria, some Dross, 
may in the sudden Gush and Outpouring remain attached 
to the Work, this being a Surfacedefect and Blemish is 
easily removed. 

CRITICISM . 

To form a System of Criticism from existing Works , 
i. e. the actual Forms and ModiGcations under which 
human Genius has hitherto displayed itself, is to form it 
on too narrow a Basis, and those who regulate their Taste 
and Views by such a Standard ,• are apt to misjudge a 
Work on a new Plan , merely because it does not fall into 
a certain Place at once , it puzzles them, puts them out. 
but it is the Characteristic of all true Genius to display 
itself in a selfchosen Form, and thus at first it exposes 
itself to the Hostility of this narrowminded Criticism: the 
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trae Critic shoald bave the most comptebensiTe Sympa- 
thies, and his Code, like Nature's, should admit not 
only all positive Forms already known , but all possible 
ones, be should judge by the Nature of Things, and not 
by arbitrary Bules and Arrangements; he should recognize 
in the new Form the eld time Truth reappearing, only 
impressed with the Peculiarities of the individual Mind, 
which is the Medium thro' which it develops itself with 
all the Charm of Novelty . 

coBQDBaoas. 

The Crimes of Potentates are on too large a Scale 
alike for the narrow Laws and narrow Comprehensions of 
ordinary Men; the Principles and Maxims of Morality 
they understand tolerably well in the narrow Sphere 
wherein they move , but cannot give them a wider Appli- 
cation , nor see that the Principle is the same on whatever 
Scale the Transaction (nay be carried on, whether between 
Man and Man, or Nation and Nation: if all the Blood 
which Conquerors spill, and all the Throats they cut, could 
be gathered into one Body and one Throat, and the Head 
then struck off, the poor, dazzled Fools who shout 
« Napoleon the Great » 'till their Brains grow confused 
with their own Braying, might be brought to see the 
Matter in a different Light, and recognize in him the 
« great Murderer and Mandestroyer » that he was: on 
few Points are there so many and such lamentable So- 
phisms prevalent as on that of Wai-glory ; the Moment a 
Man girds on a Sword> it would seem as if all Notions of 
Right and Wrong were confounded : Principles, which in 
Civillife are admitted as paramount, may be violated then 
without any Infringement of Reason or Justice, and this 
will last untill the Character of the Soldier, as a distinct 
Character, be merged in that of the Citizen, and till 
Wars Qease to be undertaken save as unavoidable Means, 
and the worst even then , to the Attainment of far higher 
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Ends than Force can ever accomplish; for, tho' successful 
in ail Points, War carries witli it this greatest Evil, that 
it distunes the Minds of Men for the calmer and sublimer 
Triumphs and Pursuits of Peace; and Men accustomed to 
accomplish Ends by Violence become blind to the beauti- 
ful moral Processes by which Wisdom loves to work, 
eiTecting the greatest Ends by the simplest Means, that is, 
by putting Things in Harmony with eachother, when 
they will move of themselves according to the natural 
Laws of moral Gravitation . 

CBARITT. 

Indiscriminate Charity is bad, because we must thus 
give to deserving and undeserving indifferently, which is 
encouraging Idleness : we not unfrequently hear people 
~say, « oh I have not the Heart to pass them by, » but 
this is more Weakness than Virtue; as indicative of warm 
and kindly Feelings, such Sentiments are praiseworthy, 
but at best they only form the natural Groundwork of 
the truly Christian Virtue, discriminating Benevolence; 
just as Goodnature, tho' neither /wora//;^ praiseworthy nor 
otherwise, is an excellent Foundation upon which to build 
up the nobler Superstructure of Christian Meekness and 
Longsuffering: Kindheartedness , Goodnature etc. etc. are 
merely natural Virtue, whereas Christian or perfect Virtue 
requires that these Dispositions be aided by a Sense of 
Duty, and exercised with due Deliberation , Consistency, 
and Discrimination , and that their Operation be perma- 
nent, in no wise a Result of Caprice : I think but meanly 
of that Charity which will not give itse'f the Trouble to 
enquire whether its Bounty be well-or illbestowed; for 
the great Value at once and Pleasure of Benevolence 
consist in the Knowledge that we have relieved real 
Merit in Misfortune, in which Case we have assisted a 
Fellowcreature, and encouraged Virtue: indiscriminate 
Charity also frustrates the Intentions of Pro vide nee, since 
rol. J J. 27 



41 S PBOSBTHOUGRTS . 

it intercepu and weakens the moral and correctiTC 
Influence of Mkforlune, which is intended to be at once 
the natural Consequencr and rightful Punishment of Vice 
and Idleness; the truest Charity is that which, lending a 
Helpinghand to Merit and Industry stru^ling with Evib 
neither foreseeable nor avoidable, enables them to rise 
again to Comfort and Independence ;while,like a judicious 
Healer in treating a Disease, we should so bestow our 
Bountyas to stimulate, not supersede, the Efforts of Nature: 
we should here, as there, second Nature, and thus the 
Reformation , being mainly a Result of the Individual's 
own Exertions , would tend greatly to improve the moral 
Con duct, while it preserves to him his Selfrespect ,\9\iich 
is ever a great Point gained: we should help in such a Way 
as never to offend this Feeling, with which all true 
Grandeur and Independence of Character is so closely 
connected; so that tlie Individual may seem rather to help 
himself and rise by his own Exertions, than by ours; this 
is less gratifying to a vulgar Mind, than ostentatiously 
to stretch out the Hand in the Sight of all Men, but it is 
the only real Charity — it is thus too the great fVelldoer 
deals out his Mercies to us : we see him not and hear him 
not, he .even caused his Son to be born of Woman still 
more to ennoble thereby the Beings he meant to benefit 
in their own Ejres , and to teach them to respect their 
Nature the more from its being thus made the Vehicle of 
tlie Godlike, oi his own Spirit f farilier , we should not 
seek to relieve the Body wants alone of the Suffering, we 
should remember that they have also Hearts to feel, and 
intellectual Wants and Tastes , the Sources of sublime 
Enjoyments, to be cared for and cultivated, and strive to 
make them happy too: there is a Charity of the Heart, 
often far more needful than that coarser Charity whicb 
feeds aiid clothes , but which is the rarest of all: but we 
HMist not try to make them happy after our own Fashion, 
or upon preconceived Notions: Men must be happy /row* 
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and thro' thenuelvea , for Happiness it our Feelings, for 
«o most wisely is it ordained, that each may be selfdepen- 
dent and selfsufficient : let us put the Means in their 
Reach , and leave the Manner and Mode to them : for 
each Heart has its own Ways and Fancies, its own peculiar 
Likings and Dislikings, its own Instinct of Happiness, and 
if you cross but these your choicest Boon turns into a 
Curse. 



CHILDREN. 



How many perplexing, or rather, perplexed Questions, 
to the Solution of which the Philosopher in vain applies 
abstract and general Reasonings, often idly attempting to 
force Facts into the Channel of preconceived Notions, 
would a careful Investigation of the Progress of a human 
Being from Childhood upwards lend to clear up: it is one 
of the most perfect and beautiful Specimens of involuntary 
Induction that can be conceived, and carried on in a 
Manner the most perfectly philosophical: for who so great a 
Philosopher as Nature? or what is human Philosophy but 
too frequently a worse than useless Tissue of mistaken 
Facts and brainborn Hypotheses ? 

CilUSES . 

The less clearly that the Connexion between a Cause 
and its Effect can be traced, the more dangerous is it in 
Operation, because few are on their Guard against it: any 
direct Attack upon Goverment or Religion attracts instant 
Notice, all can see what Effects will spring from such 
Causes, but when designing Men carry on their Hostility 
by sapping Language, introducing Changes in Dress, 
Manners, and other outward Forms, few are clearly aware 
of the remote Ends to which sucb Things tend , and which 
they work out the surer for this very Reason ; trifling as 
these Things are in themselves, they become of vast 
Importance bec^tuse they alone are uniyersaUy understood. 
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and because they guide aud direct the gross Sense of the 
Mass in the only Way which is level to all Comprehensions: 
nay, so long as these outward Signs are kept up, subnantial 
Changes may be made , and yet Things will go on as usual: 
a Change in the Spirit of Institutions at first is traced only 
by the clearersighted , but a Change in their Forms strikes 
all.— 

NA.T10IIAI. CBAftACTBR. 

It is interesting to observe how a Nation, having 
acquired a certain Character, comes at length to take a 
Pride in it, and consciously and habitually to assume it> 
thus the English have acted up lo the Sort of Character 
assigned them , and filled up and strengthened the general 
Outline'with which « John Bull » was first drawn, and, 
confounding the Faults of the Character with its Merits, 
have 'exaggerated both: so the Spartans having acquired 
the Character of a blunt, steady, soberminded People, 
gloried in it as a Distinction, and their national Rivalry 
with the Athenians, of a perfectly opposite Character, 
tended to draw the Line of Difference still stronger, and 
to make the Lacedemonians cleave to the Qualities assigned 
them still more tenaciously, as being most opposed to 
those of the Athenians: thus in ThucydidesB. I.Ch. 84. we 
find Archidamus complimenting them on their Sobermind- 
edness, which the Athenians contemptuously designated 
Slowness and Dullness: so true it is that rival Nations run 
into opposite Extremes to be less like eachother, and 
regarding their Neighbours' Virtues as Vices, cling to their 
own Vices even as Virtues. 

COKSCIBKCB . 

The Power of Conscience is coextensive with the Whole 
of human Conduct , and no Man can be said to act suitably 
to his Nature, who does not obey its Dictates iu the 
(Gratification of his Passions, the Dii-ecting of his Will, and 



PA08ETU0U0B1S. 421 

the Application of his Reason etc. it is this Headpriu- 
ciple which overlooks all the Rest , and by an instantaneous 
Movement, independent on any cold Calculations of 
Reason or Expediency, warns us from Evil, and encourages 
to Good: with Respect to a considerable Portion of human 
Actions, so little Time is allowed for Deliberation, that 
Calculations of the Expediency of a certain Line of Conduct 
are out of the Question, before we could come to any 
Decision the Time for Acting would be past: so many are 
the Contingencies, and often so equally balanced, and so 
great the Uncertainty of Life, that the Mind would be 
held in Doubt wei-e it not induced to give a Preference by 
the instantaneous and unerring Dictates of Conscience^ it 
is by a ready Obedience to this moral Sense, that, without 
enjoying the Light of Revelation , a Man may be said to 
bt) « a Law. unto himself », but unfortunately the present 
Temptations of Pleasure, and the Violence of Passion, 
obscure for a Time the Decrees of this directive Faculty: 
yet would the guilty Man in vain free himself from its 
Controul, in vain deny the Distinctions of Right and 
Wrong: his own Rreast affords a practical Refutation of 
such idle Sophisms, for, even while his impious Tongue 
proclaims all Actions to be indifferent, he cannot help 
regarding with Pleasure and Selfapprobation such Good- 
deeds as enliven the dreary Waste of a vicious Career, nor 
look without very different Feelings on his many Offences: 
altho' a Man may determine, upon commencing a vicious 
Life, to rid himself of so disagreeable an Impediment as 
Conscience , and to believe that all Actions are indifferent, 
yet the moral Phenomena, which force themselves on his 
Notice, do not so easily fall in with this Foreresolve: if 
Actions be indifferent, the most careless Person may well 
ask^ why then he feels so much Selfsatisfaction at doing a 
Gooddeed and Pain at an Illdeed? if Good and Evil are 
indifferent , why should one cause one Sort of Sensation, 
and the other a perfectly opposite? every Man, in such a 
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Case , seems to liave sometbing like a Justiceconrt in his 
Bosom ^ and a Judge always sitting there, who calls upon 
certain stern, uubribeable Witnesses , and never Daiils to 
reward him with Pleasure, or punish him with Pain, as it 
appears by their Testimony that he has acted well or ill: 
how can this be? is be not his own Master, can he not 
feel as be pleases, as be bad aforeresolved to do? what is it 
that makes him feel Pain thus, and (hen Pleasure, whether 
he will or not, just as if be were under some Controul? 
as if dependent on some higher Power for his Pleasure, 
that deals it out when, and as much as, it pleases, and 
does the like in giving him Pain, yet fiever capricious Ij- ^ 
but in such admirable Proportion as places all Idea of 
Chance out of the Question: now how can this be wlien 
he has made sure that Good and Evil are indifferent, and 
Conscience nothing fo a Man of Sense? why .cant he art 
Aiidjeel as if it were so then ? something hinders him , it 
must be a higlier Power then: it must be a spiritual Power 
too of (he must wondrous Kind, thus to pierce thra' (he 
inmost Folds of his Heart , and condemn the halfformed 
Wish or Purpose, of which he is scarce conscious himself: 
it is as clearly too a most benevolent Power ,^8ince it deals 
out the most exquisite Pleasure for every Gooddeed, and 
as just as benevolent: after such Considerations as these ^ 
which occur naturally and necessarily, any Person of the 
least Understanding would infer that, as in the Case of the 
outward Senses, if what is hot produces one Sensation, 
and what is cold another, they must be two different 
Bodies , so equally, in the Case of this inward Moral Sense, 
that if one Sort of Actions causes one Kind of Sent'ment , 
and another another, they must likewise be essentially 
different: and the Evidence which we have for the one is 
as good as tliat for the other: our inward Feelings, and the 
perceptions we receive thro' the outward Senses, are 
equally real: and therefore to argue from the former to 
Life and Conduct is as little liable to Exception, as to 
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argue from tbe latter about the Existence and Rela- 
tions etc. of external Objects: a Man can as little doubt 
that Conscience was bestowed on him to teach the 
Difference of Actions, as he can doubt that his Eyes 
were given him to see with. Conscience is our moral 
Sight, and as with the Bodyseye we view the Beauties of 
Nature, so wilh this invrard or Soulseye we perceive tlie 
Beauty of moral Conduct: the Man who has committed a 
Murder, tho' not in the least suspected, and in perfect 
Safety , is yet tormented by these Executioners of the Soul , 
|u8t as much as if he were on the Point of expiating his 
Crime on a Scaffold; it is in vain that he attributes Uiis 
Compunction to Prejudice, to being new in his Trade, 
every fresh Crime, instead of lessening this Feeling, as 
niiglil be naturally expected, were his View the true one, 
only ties new Lashes on to the Scourge of Conscience: ' 
and whatever speculative Differences may exist about the 
Matter, it is the Experience of this Fact which has led 
Mankind in the rudest Ages to recognize and appeal to a 
Moral Goverment of the World: a viciousMan may contemn 
Conscience as h^ pleases, but he cannot help Feeling that 
he is after all a responsible Agent, and will sooner or later 
have to render in his Account. T am my own Master, he 
may say, to whom am I accountable? yet why should an 
Action then, which I call indifferent, wound me, like the 
Parthian, after- it is passed and gone? what is this within 
roe not subject to my Controul, but coatroulling mc? for I 
would not be wretched thus if I could help it : what is it 
that divides me against myself? who dares hold this Sword 
of Justice 1/1 my Breast, and inflict these Wounds, when 
I do to another what I would not have done to myself? 
such is the practical Refutation his own Experience gives 
him ; his Ai-guments can never « trartniel up the Conse- 
quences , » tho' they may lead to the Commission of 
Crime, he feels that there is a real Difference between 
Good and Evil, not merely speculative, but forced home 
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by Appeals to Feelings which all parfake in Conamoti , and 
about which can be no Mistake , and he must come to the 
Conclusion that there is some Being who takes Cc^nf- 
zance of Actions, and enforces the Distinctions of Right 
and Wrong; that these Facts are sufficient to produce a 
Belief to this Effect, the History of Man fully proves : the 
Sense of Punishment merited can never be separated 
from the Dread that sometime or other Punishment shall 
actually be inflicted ; and this Dread is independent on 
human Vengeance, for however secure the Sinner msky 
l)e, it ceases not for this: now it is absurd to suppose 
that he dreads without Reason , that it is a mere Caprice 
of Nature, it must have an End like every other Feeling , 
and therefore wilt someday come true. 

EDUCATION . 

The great Mass of Men is formed not upon Books , 
System, or abstract Principles, but by Contact with each- 
other: hence it is tliat'the Mass acquires an homogeneous 
Character, while the Man who is withdrawn from such 
Contact follows the Bent of his own Mind, or models him- 
self upon theoretical Principles, the Example of past Times 
and other Countries, while the Mass is formed by the 
Actual and Present, the more immediate Influences of 
Time and Place — , 

One most important Point in Education seems to me 
this, to take Care that the Mind become not mechanized 
by a servile Adherence to Form and Prescription, we 
should rather give the youthful Mind the Means of 
Judging correctly, and, thus supplied, leave it to chuse for 
itself, than shackle it to the Opinions of others, and make 
it admire by Rule and Authority; for in this Case the 
Admiration would be a mere Pedantry, and not that quick 
Sympathy which results from the spontaneous Perception 
of Beauty: that alone which we learn with Love profits 
U8 , and amalgamate* with the primal Texture of our 
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Minds, but \irbat we are told to admire, we admire by a 
Sort of Contraint , and therefore imperfectly — . 

Onr Noliona on Education at present partake very 
much of our commercial and Tradespirit , the narrowing 
Tendencies of which are felt in Things which should be 
the most removed from their Influence : the general 
Tone of our Minds is mechanical and worldly , and hence 
it pervades alike the highest and the lowest Exertions of 
/jf the Intellect, as well the Philosopher's Theories of Laws 

ujr: Rclipion, and'Goverraent, as the narrower Views of the 

;;; Mechanic and Artizan.I believe that Greek and Latin 

> would be still objected to , even tho' the best and speediest 

^; Method of Attainment were adopted; because they lie 

under a more serious Reproach than that of wasting Time, 
they do not further directly the Making of Money ! now o' 
all miserable Errors, the greatest seems to me to impress 
• early on the Mind the paramount Importance of Money, 

^ and ihe Necessity of gelling on in the fVorld , in the 

vuigfxr Sense. Money is to our new Code of Morality what 
Cliarity is to the christian , and « covers a Multitude of 
Sins )} : surely Men must have strange Notions of what 
Life really consists in, when they hold up Wealth as its 
main End and Occupation — have they any Idea to what 
End God gave them a Mind to think and a Heart to feel? 
Money , except so far as a highlycivilized State of Society 
renders it indispensible to very Existence, is utterly 
worthless; and can any Waste of Time be so lamentable as 
that which is caused by mere Dedication of onesself to 
Moneymaking? and what shall one say of that Education- 
system, which, instead ofemploying the generous Feelings 
and true Sympathies of Youth to mould therewith a 
noble and healthy Character,- fritters away, and breaks 
down, all that is truly Vital and Boundless in Mansnature 
to the Sphere of. the Accountbook and Ledger? what is a 
Man brought up thus? can he be said to fulfill the Ends 
of his Existence? does he even live? let those who believe 
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that the Gospel contains the Elements and Rules of L,ife » 
judge him by its Standard , and t fency he will be found 
to be very nearly on a Par with ihe barren Figlree -vrhich 
our Saviour cursed : we only live truly insofar as our 
Tastes, Occupations, and Habits, are natural, insofar as 
they may fo>m n Part not of fhis Life only, but of all 
Life, insofar as our Affections arc given fo enduring 'filings, 
to Objects which, it is probable, they may be exercised 
fittingly on even in another Existence: now the Moneyseeker 
lives only when withdrawn from that one engrossing Pur- 
suit, nay. not even then frequently, for the Habits of 
Thought and Feeling acquired in the Search of it have 
iinfitted him to //W , have narrowed his Heart and Spirit* 
80 that having become mean and little himself, the gi-an- 
dest Things seem mean and little to him, incomprehensi- 
ble , and what we do not comprehend we dislike, we 
cannot love or admire it : and as the Man who lives con- 
sciously to the true End of his Being, easiest comprehends 
fhe Highest and most Godlike, because that is tvuliest its 
End, so the Wealthcoveter can never be made to com- 
prehend its Beauty and Sublimity, because be seeks a 
false Good and a false End , and by Means which can 
never arrive at aught intrinsically excellent. 

BSPRESSIOir. 

In the Face of a Man of Talent, or Men accustomed 
I to Intrigue, and gi*eat Variety of Scenes and Life, every 

! Muscle and Line of the Face is meaningful, whereas in 

' coarseminded and vulgar Men, feeling as they do grossly, 

j and so lo speak, in the Mass, there are few Shades of Dif- 

ference in the Facelines, it is a general Expression of Joy, 
Surprize , Hope, Pain etc. etc. there is no delicate J^iending 
: of varied Emotions resulting from the many and different 

I Thoughts whidi occur to an original and rirhlystored 

1 Mind : what a World of Meanings is there, for ex : in the 

subdued Smile of a deep Reader of the human Hoart, flic 
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SliaHcs of Humour tempering and softening the Keenness 
aud Asperity of satirical Feeling, the Reflection implied 
in its Moderation, and in its 1>eiii2 not so much a Matter 
of the Facemuscles as of the Eye; how different from the 
coai*se,goodnaturedFaceconyulsion of one of those everyday, 
mere mai.erial Beings, who see only the broad Distinctions 
of Things, and who are the Creatures of a single and sim- 
ple Impulse, which masters them completely for the Mo- 
nient. 

HISTOBTPARALLELS . 

The Infancy of one Nation will always throw great 
Light on a simila*- Period of Society in another, however 
widely the two People may be severed in Time and Place: 
the best Comment on Man is Man; for I he Wants and 
Wishes, the Hopes and Foa«s of Men are much the same 
notwithstanding pliysical DlflTerences of Climate and Situa- 
tion: it was on tliis Principle that tlie sage and acute 
Niebuhr illustrated the early Progi*ess of Society in Italy 
by a Reference to the analor^ous Period of Grecian History, 
one often hears P?op!c wonder that Etruscan and Egyptian 
F^arthenware should sometimes resemble modern Teapots, 
Teacups, and Lamps etc. etc. but what can be more un- 
reasonable; surely the same Wants are likely to be sup- 
plied by ihe ?ame Moans, and in much the same Form, at 
all Pe«.-ioda ond in all Countries: it is the same Hand that 
works and fashions , the same old Spirit, or rather ever- 
youthful Spirit, which loves, and marries, and is given in 
Marriage, from Adam's Days down to ours , and to the 
End of Time : we should remember that the Etruscans 
and Greeks were more Men than Greeks or Etruscans. 

BKEMT . 

Never despise an Enemy however weak, your Re- 
missness will make him strong; supposed Strength, as of 
Numbers or a Position, is often the Source of Weakness > 
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because, by throwing us offour Guard, it neutralizes these 
Advantages : the only true, unconquerable Strength is in 
our own Minds, to be prepared for the Worst, but ever 
more in Hope than Fear; this is more than Walls and 
Engines: in the Best to be ready for the Worst, and ia tbe 
Worst to hope the Best. 

EBVT. 

To the 'envious Man's Ear the sweeter the Music 
performed by another be, the more grating and painful is 
it to him! can anything show more clearly the hatefuland 
selftormenting Nature of Envy than this Fact , that each 
Thing,.rao8t excellent in its Kind, becomes to him the more 
an Eyesore the more excellent it is? 

BMOLtSH AJiD FREMCH. 

It is very characteristic of these two Nations that a 
Writer of the one, Chateaubriand, has shown Christianity 
to be in perfect Taste, and conformable to the Laws of 
Goodbreeding, and that a Writer of the other, Paley, has 
lowered Christ's sublime Religion from the pure Heights 
of selfsacrificing Benevolence, and shown that it adapts 
Itself perfectly to the Principle of Utility, so that, agreably 
with the national Spirit of Commerce, the Advantages of 
doing Good maybe satisfactorily calculated in a business- 
like Way, in very intelligible round Numbers, and a 
Leaf left in the Daybook of Existence, as it were, for a 
Sort of Creditorsaccount with Godallmighty, where what 
is given in his Name is summed up, to be reclaimed with 
the Interest in the next Life : our Yiews of Religion in 
general are deeply influenced by this Tradespirit, to go to 
Church regularly every Sunday, is Part of a decent, steady, 
moneymaking Tradesman 's Character , it shows him me- 
thodical , a strict Accountkeeper both in Purse and Con- 
science ; no matter that he sweats all the Week forMaramon, 
if on the Sabbath he can spare his two Hours to God. 
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Beliglon is not esteemed a^ the sublime Exaltation of the 
human to the divine Nature, as the great counteracting 
Principle of the earthly and selfish Tendencies of a social 
System whose Mainspring is the Love of Gain : it is 
regarded as a good Stateengine, as a profitable Supplement 
to Laws and Police , as a less expenshe Means of main- 
taining Goodorder and public Decency, than any merely 
political E;tpedient, in one Word as very usefuU and we 
reap our Reward in the low and unleavened Tone which 
characterizes almost all our philosophical, political , and 
economical Works, in which Man's higher Nature and 
Destination seemquiteoverlooked: our political Economists 
seem to regard Man as a Spinningmachine, as about on a 
Lovel with the Steamengine, as a mere moneymaking 
Animal, this being his highest and specific Quality, and 
think that a Nation's Wealth and Prosperity are to be 
measured by the Riches it possesses: a miserable Fallacy, 
worthy alone of Men who set their Hearts on Gold, and 
have no Love for aught else, for where the Treasure is , 
there will the Heart be also : in no Country can one do 
less without Money than in England, and therefore such 
undue Esteem is set upon it, that it has taken the Plac^ 
of liobler Motives . 



EVIL 



We cannot put Evil into Operation merely up to the 
Point we wish and intend, we cannot say « thus far shalt 
ihou go, but lio further, » there is a retributive Power 
whicli turns its wider Operation into the Means of our 
Discomfiture and Punishment: once set agoing it never 
stops : Causes^corae into Play which we can neither foresee 
nor counteract; so long as we are virtuous, all Things aid 
and work with us, but when we employ Evil we go counter 
to the Tendencies of Things, and thus what assisted us 
before V jcomes an Impediment , and so the Evil at length 
relalls on our own Heads : there are few Things more 
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salutary to contemplate than the manyfoldlnconTeniences, 
Anxieties^ Shifts, and Suspicions, on which one Sin forces 
us; we fear to unbosom ourselves, we shun our Fellowmeiiy 
every Chanceword makes us tremble : and what a State is 
this compared with the free and open Confidence of In-> 
nocence. I am almost sure no Man woiild commit a Crime, 
could the Series of Consequences be brought clearly to his 
Mind: the more Men are to led to reflect the less will 
they sin . 

BHLUlGeD PBRCEPTIOirS. 

The Contemplation of vast, grand, and stupendous 
Objects, by the Operation of a Process of Comparison which 
the Mind insensibly carries on, leads us to regard our own 
Feelings, Hopes, Fears, and Occupations , as insignificant; 
our Pride is humbled , our petty and pettish Complainings 
rebuked and silenced oy the Presence of mightier Interests: 
it is upon this Principle that the Sight of Cities and 
Empires which once flourished in all the Flush of Wealth, 
Civilization, and Dominion , but are now no wore, checks 
the Selfishness of private Sorrow : the Mind is filled and 
elevated with the vast Forms and Outlines which rise in 
indistinct and multiplied Grandeur, its Grasp of Thought 
is increased , its View extended over nobler and ampler 
Prospects, while, in contemplating this wider Scene, we 
forget or pass over the paltry Objects which lie more directly 
under our Eyes . our own insignificant Interests are merged 
like a Drop in the vast Ocean of human Thought and 
Feeling: when we reflect that the Interests, Hopes, and 
Happiness, of Millions were at Stake, when we reflect that 
Empires which almost saw the Sun rise and set, that 
mighty Cities and States have bowed their Necks before 
the same Influences which regulate individual Lives, we 
feel ashamed to contract the lofty, disinterested , and 
expansive Sympathies which thus are called fortTi, within 
the narrow, selfish Limits of our own Hopes and Pears. 
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8uch are the Feelings produced by the Contemplation of 
moral Yastness upon every. Mind not wholly engrossed 
with Self; upon every Mind capable of sympathizing with 
the Hopes and Fears of Humanity, with the mighty 
Movetiients ( pregnant with the Weal or Woe, the Destruc- 
tion or Existence of Millions) of that stupendous Machine 
of which itself is but an Atom, magnificent Mountain- 
sceneiy operates in a somewhat similar Way; when we 
pause at the Foot of some skytowering Mountain, or look 
from its Summit over an endless Variety of Prospects, we 
feel like the Inhabitants of another World, and our 
Feelings expand into a Magnitude worthy of the Scene: 
how much more then must the frequent Contemplation 
of Eternity produce this Effect , forbidding us to look on 
this transitory Scene as final, and making it seem mere 
Folly to mourn for its fleeting Goods and Pleasures; it is 
by contemplating this exalted Theme that all earthly 
Tilings sink in our Estimation to their true Level : the 
Pomps and Vanities of this World , the Triomphs of 
Ambition, the Boundlessness of Wealth, are but as Dross 
compared wild this Something beyond and above, to which 
our Thoughts should ever be directed , and which , even 
when not a direct Subject of our Thoughts, should be 
still at the Bottom of all we think and do, so habitually 
familiar to us thai it enters into eyen those Pursuits 
which seem the least connected with it, as Air into the 
solidest and heaviest Bodies; this is the true Antidote to- 
Sorrow, the real Philosophersstone which can transform 
the Man into the Christian, and enable the Mortal to 
put on Immortality: since the World began Man has been 
asking ever, in his Blindness and Presumption , for Signs, 
tho' Signs unnumbered shone in the Heavens, moved on 
the Face of the Earth, and swept past him in the Breeze: 
he has toiled and sought after the Philosophersstone,while 
his Hand was upon it; but the Signs were to numerous 
tliat he passed them by as Things of Naught, and heard 
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»ot the living Voice of Truth which spoke in them : had 
they been Jewer he would have noticed them, as be did 
the Wonders out of the Course of Nature, but the far 
greater Wonders in it were to him as none: what a/l 
Things combined to establish, escaped his Notice , y>-o/A 
the very Universality and Sequence of the Proofs , he 
could not fa/ce them in ; and not being capable of conceiv- 
ing the grand Signs in their Yastness he sought for lesser 
ones suited to his Capacity : examined the Entrails of 
Animals, and the Flight of Birds etc. etc. instead of 
consulting this glorious World, iu which the Oracles of 
God are uttered in all Directions; and tho' his Hand lay 
on the Philosophersstone, it was useless, because tho* 
applied to a\\ foreign Purposes, it had not first touched 
his own Heart. 

FLITTBRT 

Is by no means confined to Language: the most 
delicate and insinuating is that of Manner, which speaks 
so intelligibly without the Aid of Words: there are few 
who can resist i tssof ten ing,unassuming,and imperceptible 
Advances: Praise in Words is too frequently mere Matter 
of Course to be much valued or permanently, but this 
other Kind bespeaks a deep Sense of the Object's Charms 
and Merits : it is an involuntary Tribute, and seems not 
like a Compliment, a lipdeep Thing, which we may give 
or withhold at Pleasure, but an Acknowledgment which 
we are neither able nor willing to withhold: like the quiet 
and everwatchful Attentions of real Love, which is more 
shovm in small than in great Matters, for nothing is 
little to Love's godlike Eye by which hereon show Affec- 
tion, so this Flattery wins on us from the Belief that it 
must be true, and not put on. 

SYSTBMFOUHDERS. 

Founders of Schools in Philosophy frequently fall 
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into Disrepute thro' the Mistakes or Misrepresentations 
engrafted hy the Ignorance or Caprice of their Followers 
upon the original System : it is seldom they find among 
their Disciples their own Grasp of Thought, and impossi- 
ble that they should find anyone so well acquainted with 
their Views as thismselves : original Minds are seldom 
satisfied with explaining another's Notions, while little 
Minds, incapable of comprehending the System as a vast 
and wellconnected Whole, in which Light alone its Parts 
aie coherent, have Aim, End, or Sense, seize on a small 
Portion of the System, which, standing alone, becomes 
scarcely intelligible, and still less so by their awkward 
Attempts to interpret it. Ezprebsions, which with the ori- 
ginal Founder are Parts of a System ,its peculiar Language, 
are understood by these Followers in a simply natural 
Sense, and thus become either entirely nieaningless, or 
quite absurd: tlie Founder is the Centre of his System, he 
alone is the true Point of Vision, and viewed from hence 
all its Parts are seen in their proper Pliices and due Rela- 
tions: but frequently his Fellowers take no Care to put 
themselves in his Point of Vision , but regard it from one 
Side or the other, and often in a perfectly opposite Direc- 
tion, as in the Case of the Philosophy of Epicurus, which, 
itself pure and lofty, was transformed by his Disciples 
into a Sanction of Vice. Pleasure with Epicunis was a 
comprehensive Word , the Keyword of his System , it is 
the Sura and AH-in-All of Virtue, which is perfect 
Pleasure, for vicious Pleasures are so only for the Moment, 
and therefore when he tells us that Pleasure is to be 
sought above all Things , it is synoninious with telling us 
to seek Virtue; and it is a fine Way of putting it too: our 
highest Duty as our highest Pleasure; for were it otherwise 
it would be a Libel on God's Wisdom and Goodness; but 
his Followers interpreting it simply ,^ndi according to their 
grosser Senses, made Pleasure in its vulgar Acceptation the 
great Object of Life: so too has Spinosa been first persecu- 
Vol. 11, 28 
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ted, and then, by an a fterdeath Accumulation of Injaatioe, 
traduced and falsified. 



MOBAL ARaiBCBHBHTS. 

We may observe an Analogy between the physical 
Man and the moral ; the Body's Health is made indepen- 
dent on the Will, otherwise our Indulgence would 
acknowledge no Limit but Appetite, whereas by the exis- 
ting Arrangement Illhealth is made (as a general Rule) 
the Punishment of vicious Indulgence: so too the Awards 
of Conscience are alltogether independent on the Will: 
ilius in the Economy of physical and moral Life we carry 
with us an unerringGuide to the Health of both,anJ when 
we deviate, we cannot but do so knowingly and wilfully: 
niir Eyes were given to guide us, but if on broken Ground 
wc shut thero,%vhom are we to blame if we stumble. 

FINBARTS. 

What we should strive to acquire in viewing Pic- 
tures, Statues, fine Specimens of Architecture etc. is the 
Serrtiment and Perception of the Fincarts, which is as an 
additional Sense, opening up ah infinite Variety of 
Enjoyments of which we had never dreamt, and making 
what was beautiful before more so; this Sentiment, once 
acquired, will enter into ali our other Pursuits, Tastes, 
and Feelings, refining and ennobling them: now this 
Sentiment is of infinitely more value than any Amount 
of mere Knowledge of Pictures , Painters , their History , 
Schools, Successions etc., which Species of Knowledge 
is all very well , but must not be mistaken for the Soul , 
the Spirit, which is to quicken it, without which it is but 
so much Pedantry : just as a philosophic Spirit is fav 
desirabler than any Acquaintance with all the Systems of 
Philosophy without it : now to acquire the Sentiment of 
the Finearts, it is far better, as my own Experience leads 
me to conclude, to make a patient Study and repeated 
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Observation of a few choice Masterworks , than to skim 
lightly over all the Galleries in Europe; the secondrate 
Painters are too literal, too much and too strictly Copiers 
of a prosaic and matterolTact Nature to foster or awaken 
the Sentiment of the Finearts, or to give us those deep 
Glimpses into the Spirit of Ait, which flash on us from 
those original Works, v/here the inventive Thought of 
Man, tho' embodied in the most natural Forms, imparts 
to these a new Power of Impression : in the Way in which 
common Minds employ familiar Objects and Materials , 
they only produce familiar and hackneyed Impressions, 
but the creative Mind brings them iuto new and original 
Relations with the Heart and Mind of Man, without, 
however, altering or distorting their natural Truth of 
Character , and hence springs the twofold Beauty of 
familiar Association with novel Impression, very few 
Persons are capable of really enjoying a Painting, and, I 
apprehend, for this Reason:a Picture must be translated 
into a diflerent Language, into the Language of Thought 
and Sentiment; but all are not capable of this : to most a 
Picture is as a mere Fact, simply what it is on the 3, 4, 
or 6 Feet of Canvass which it covers; tliey do not put it 
into the Framework of Imagination, make the Figures 
speak , move ^ live , the Landscape as it wer^ a delicious 
Ramble, they do not step out at their Eyes into the 
Picture itself, identify themselves with it, and, forgetting 
all that reminds of its actual Scope and Compass, take 
Things for what they stand for suggestively ^ and not for 
what they are as so much Oil and Canvass : it is to them 
just as anyother Object in Nature, a Flower^ a Bird, a 
Cloud, or an old Building, etc. etc. the Poetry of \trhich 
stands iVi their Relations to our Minds; they do not 
see what it contains, or what it is suggestive of, they see 
it prosaically, what it is to the Eye; not being accustomed 
to recognize Thoughts and Feelings under particular 
Combinations of Forms , tliey see oaly the Forms, not 
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uliat they stand for: while on the other Hand a poetical 
Mind will see more in a Picture than ever entered into 
the Painter's Head, the Sentiment of the Finearts 
presupposes the Acquisition of certain Habits of Tfaoaght 
and Feeling, which are perhaps of all acquired Tastes the 
furthest removed from the prosaic Way of viewing Things 
peculiar to the merely practical Mind; now since Habits 
can be formed and fostered only by repeated Impressions, 
so the Si'eing and Reseeing of firslrate Pictures, etc. etc. 
the Cherishing the Sentiment and Perception of their 
peculiar Excellence, till it becomes familiar to, and, so 
to speak, tinges our Thoughts imperceptibly , and grows 
a Mood of our Mind, can alone produce the true Love 
and Insight into Art: and this Sentiment of the Finearts, 
once acquired in its Depth, Breadth, and Oneness, does 
for our Tastes what the Acquisition of a philosophical 
Spirit does for our Intellectual Views and Studies, or what 
the Acquisition of the Sentiment of Religion accoroplishei 
for our moral Conduct, it enters into them all, and ele- 
yates and refines by Means and on Occasions when we are 
unconscious of it, tho' not less surely and beneficially. 

SBJlKBSPBAB. 

When Writers, as Yillemain (Melanges. Vol. lU. 
P. 167) venture to assert that « les Ouyrages des Grecs 
sont lus par TUnivers, » and that « il n*y a qu'un Anglais 
qui puisse mettre Shakespear a cot^ d' Homere ou de 
Sophocle » , one is at a Loss to conceive what JLhe Assertion 
means: the Greek Poets cannot be called popular in any 
Sense: they are studied as a dead Language, as an 
irapoftant Branch of polite Education, they are hallowed 
not only by Admiration and legitimate Reverence, but by 
Prejudice: they are approached with a certain Awe that 
forbids Criticism in most Minds, and Men pretend to 
admire frequently what they do not understand, and even 
do not like j in Order not to seem deficient iu Porcepliou : 
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the Number of Readers ivhicli the Greek Drama boasts is 
very limited , and of that too the larger Part are Pedants 
and Scholars of a certain Class, who esteem the Greek 
Plays as much for being written in Greek, as lor any 
sounder Reason: to talk then of Sophocles being superior 
to Shakespear because more read and admired^ tho' the 
Assertion were true, would be most doubtful: supposing 
Sophocles to be more read, which is not the Case, his 
Works are read as Monuments of a dead Tongue, as 
Specimens of Manners passed away etc. whereas Shakespear 
has no Prejudice in his Favor, but many and great ones 
against him . Sophocles rouses no Envy, all admire as upon 
common Ground, as the Apollo or Venus dei Medici is 
admired , but national Feelings and Prejudices come into 
Play when Shakespear steps out of his own Country: 
in Prance and Italy to admire him beyond a certain 
prudent Point would be equivalent to a Condemnation of 
the Uomesystem of Playwriting: the Germans were more 
ready to admit his Merits, 'not alone from having a 
Language fully capable of doing him Justice, and from 
not having any Idol of their own Litterature to set up 
against him, but because they, like the English, regard 
Man more than Forms, and the Nature of Things more 
than conventional Systems of Time and Place. 

THE GENTLEMAN. 

As the great Genius effects mighty Ends by ordinary 
Means, so the true Gentleman, tho' he uses the same 
Language and the same Furms, and has the same Wants and 
Wishes as the Vulgar, ytt creates a World of Differetice 
by the Manner in which he expresses them: the Man 
who merely assumes the Gentleman , discovers himself 
by an Overanxiety about Trifles: he is ever careful 
to have his Coat wellbrushed, his Dress in the approved 
Fashion, and must do everything by established Form and 
Precedent: he docs not comprehend wherein the Character 
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of tlie Gcntlman truly lies, and, not being it essentially 
and in liinuelf^ he naturally thinks it must consist in 
Attention to those outward Observances which alone 
attract his Notice: but the true Gentleman is not leas a 
Gentleman when he oversteps these , nay, it is precisely 
then that, being an inborn Gentleman, he shows himself 
the same under every Change of Circumstances, and, 
having the true Sentiment of Propriety and Fittingness, 
never oversteps « the Modesty of Nature. » 

GOTHIC laCBITBCTUaB. 

Much of the picturesque Effect of Gothic Architecture 
arises from its Variety of Perspective^ its changing Surfaces, 
bold Projections , and deep Recesses etc. which produce 
such evervarying Lights and Shades, and Viewpoints, 
giving the Building (tho* the Outsidearchitecture be too 
much broken up and frittered away) a most rich Appea- 
rance, relieving Heaviness and Orersombreness , yet not 
gay or fanciful: the Greek and Roman Architecture has 
little of this surfacevaiying t'ower, and gives much less 
Piay to the Imagination: producinc; its Effects more by 
positive Means , seen and comprehended atone Eyeglance . 
St Peter's overpowers by positive Size, but the Shock is 
simultaneous, and all is revealed at once: in the Grecian 
Temple too the Forms are perfectly deQnite^and measurable 
at a Glance , there is no Attempt to make material Forms 
suggest the Sentiment of the Endless: but in the finest 
gothic Cathedrals, while the whole Mass is splendidly 
imposing, the Details are much more calculated to keep 
up a Variety of pleasurable Emotions , and of imaginative 
Interest, from not all being revealed at once, particularly 
in those Cathedrals where , as in Cologne , the Aisle does 
not end abruptly, but is rounded off: the vastest Object, 
positively defined and bounded, does not produce the 
Effect of a smaller one, it may be, b:it where the Imagina- 
tion is left free to prolong to Infinity the Ideas of Space 
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and Size: for when ihe Bodyscye does not see a positive 
Termination, it does not undeceive the Imagiuatiou^ nor 
hinder it from following out its own Suggestions: no 
Building positively defined can satisfy the Imagination, it 
asks something beyond mere material Vastness, on however 
grand a Scale: for all positive Limits, and all Attributes of 
Vastness conferred by measurable Means, sink into Nothing 
before those which the Imagination calls -up out of 
indefinitely prolonged l^orms: it is better then to build 
for the Imagination than for the Eye, better that a 
Building be yast to Conception than to the Bricklayersrule: 
for where the Eyie sees not the Termination of the Actual , 
the Imagination begins to body forth the Possible: it is th<s 
same in Poetry; how much less sublime are many of 
Dante's Similes, taken from positive and palpablylimited 
Objects, than those of Eschylus or Milton, drawn from th« 
boundless Sphere of Imagination. The Outside of gothic 
Cathedrals is much more defective than the Inside, the 
Oneness is lost in petty Details and inappropriate Orna- 
mQnt: there are too many Angles,Points, Peaks, and broken 
Surfaces, the grand Lines are not sufficiently preserved 
and brought out, the Ornaments, however beautiful in 
themselves, are inapplicable, as hindering that uniform 
and continuous Impression of Harmony and Sublimity, 
which should ever be so carefully preserved as the Source 
of grand Beauties: each Part should run into the other by 
a natural and easy Gradation of Forms, so that the 
Mind, while entering on the Conception of a new PortionT^ 
does not leap, or bi*eak the Continuity of its Impressions , 
but, preserving a clear Conception of the Parts already 
seen , arrives at an unbroken and harmonious Notion of 
the Whole a» a HlioUi it is like the Effect of clear 
Reasoning, wheie each new Proposition while it contains 
a Portion of the old, as flowing naturally and necessarily 
from it, yet leads as naturally and necessarily to something 
new.^the Ancients never seem to have built for the Eye of 
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f he Imagination, bat for that of the Body , which sees alTr 
the Moderns, when^ they adopted the old Basilicae for 
Churchmodels, improvt^d upon their naked and unimagi' 
native Simplicity by adding the Gross and the Cupola , the 
Kfl'^ct of which Additions may be estimated by comparing 
Santo Spirito in Florence with its Model S. Apostolo: how 
much the Building gains in Perspective and Variety is 
i»een at one Glance, notwithstanding tiie Number of Hat 
Surfaces which fling the Eye hack in all Directions: but if 
these Additions improve the Building so much, how 
in(X>mparable is the Eflect of the Inside of a Gothic 
Cathedral , where the Aisles turn 6nely round the Choir, 
and the eluding Flight of the Curve leaves the Eye 
baffled y and the Imagination free to expatiate beyond, 
di is the Case in Cologne Cathedral: this magnificent 
Building was built when Faith was allpowerfull, not over 
Individuals alone but Nations, and when, in Consequence, 
Khe could still work Miracles: for is not this vast Pile a 
Miracle? could the puny Faith of later Days, sobered down 
by a cold, contracting Spirit of Utility, venture upon 
similar Works, or even complete this, which remains,like 
the Memorial of some mightier Race, mightier both in 
Mind and Body, to judge from their Works, to show what 
could be done by the Enthusiasm of a whole Nation, 
seeking to produce some expiatory Offering, worthy of the 
Deity whom they sought to appeastc, and the People who 
wished to wipe away the Sins of a whole Country: it was 
the Jointwork of a common Faith and of a common Wish , 
and was erected not, like our paltry Plaster-and Stucco- 
churches and Chapels*of-Ease, for a Parish, but for a 
People . Faith asks more than Reason , for the one seeks 
to satisfy the Imagination, the other a cold Conviction . 

GERIUS AHD THE WORLD. 

There are a few noble and clearsighted Beings, coined 
more immediately in God 's Image ,-to whom the impated 
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Madness of some People is worth the selfarrogated Sense 
of others, and who have the Hardihood to doubt whether 
all Things go under their right Names in this Harlequin- 
i¥orld; certainly if to think differently from the swinish 
Herd , who glut themselves on the Acorns which fall frj>m 
the Tree of Life, without once lifting their brutal Fronts 
to thank the Providence that feeds tbem , be Madness , then 
are our Miltous and Bacons mad: so it is witb People: 
because their scant Brain cant comprehend a Thing , it 
mu3t be bad , strange , incomprehensible ; because not good 
in their Fashion , it cant be good in any Fashion ; and thus 
the Man whose whole Being is an Adoration, and whose 
whole Life is an acted Hymn and Service to his Maker , 
will be accused of Atheism , if he does not sign the 39. Ar- 
ticles; and he who, referring Things to a higher and idealer 
Standard, ventures frequently to praise what the World 
blames, and blame what it praises, must be mad forsooth ! 
but it is better to be a Fool, with God, than a Wiseman 
with the World : so will it be till Wisemen outnumber 
Fools, as they are outnumbered now by them. I have 
sometimes thought that the People in a Madhouse are less 
mad than those without, or only mad in a different and 
more harmless Way : that the World is the true Madhoujse, 
and the socalled Madhouses are but Retreats, where the 
less Mad are shut up by the greater: is the Madhouse- 
conqueror, who clutches at an airdrawn Sceptre, more mad 
than the real one on the Stage of Life? and tho' the 
Sceptre of the former exist but to his Mindseye, and ihaf 
of the latter be really grasped by the Hand , is this less a 
Mockery? is the Madman who fancies himself a great 
Author, and who revels in the Enjojrment of his imaginary 
Fame, indulging in a wilder Dream than the real Author 
who stands agape for the Breath of Admiration? has it a 
more substantial Existence to him, does it blow upon him 
at the Streetcorners? no, the World cares not for him, and 
if he listens in the Highways its Talk will be of the old 
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Matters, of buying and seUing, and marrying and giving in 
Marriage ;hisFamei8amere Dream to him, the most palpable 
Shape in which its Sweetness reaches him is in some few 
Pages of lifeless Paper , in a monthly Review or Magazine, 
and growing old and stale with the Month lorstuck into the 
Comer of some Newspaper, and quite lost or overlooked 
amid the « great Business of the World! » when he has 
' published his Work he looks forward to his Reward, poor 
Fool! if it is not already in his own Heart, if his Work 
was not its own Reward, how deceived will he be ! Faroe 
is much in Expectation , but little in Reality , and thus the 
Madman 's Enjoyment surpasses his, for the former doubts 
not of it, the latter is ever seeking but never finding, 
what can be greater Madness than to do a mean Action fot 
Lucre? to despise a Man because he's poor? to spend a 
Life in laying up Gold? what is greater Madness than to 
surround oneself with empty Pomp? for either of two 
Things must happen: if we possess these and give our 
Hearts to them , it roust be at the Price of what is higher 
and diviner than these, and if we consciously possess and 
enjoy that which is diviner, then we possess these no 
longer, nor feel nor need them: this inward Wealth we 
cannot impart or receive ,for by a wise Law we can become 
rich and happy only by the Labours of our own Souls. 
Lands, and Goods, and Familyname, these may ye inherit 
from another, for they are as nothing, and given as naught, 
bestowed indifferently to show the little Esteem God sets 
by them , because they have noSe]fworth : their Loss is not 
Loss, nor their Gain, Gain: all that ye can be, ye can 
become better without them, yea! a thousandfold, for 
then will ye seek the Treasure which lies in your own 
Hearts, having none other, and Ending it, all others will 
become as Dross! 

GBNIOS AKD SBAKBSPBAR . 

Great Poets give to their Works something of the 
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Unity,aiid evervarying Movement and Detail,wfaich charac- 
terize Nature , whose Productions are not Fragments, but 
Wholes; and great Minds, imitating Nature on a smaller 
Scale, reproduce as Wholes some particular State of Society : 
fiuch were Homer, Shakespear, Dante: the great Poet 
embodies his Age , he is its Spirit, in him it becomes 
conscious, so to speak, of itself, its Meaning and its 
Mission : his Materials are laid up for him in the Hearts, 
and Thoughts, and Xjabours of Thousands: these he com- 
prehends in their Onenets, and from the Mould of his 
own Spirit the perfect Cast at length issues to astonish and 
delight, in Virgil and Tasso one makes a Distinction 
between Poetry and Nature^ whereas they should be one, 
a& in Dante and Shakspeare : the Efforts of Art are too 
obvious, they come forward in their own Shape, whereas 
they should lie hid, and display themselves only with the 
Forms and Means which Nature lends: nothing is so 
delightful as to lose Sight of the Poet, the direct Agent, 
and to see Nature, as it were, substituted in his Place , 
and with her own proper Enei^ies working out her 
Results, in this Respect Dante is admirable: he arrogates 
no Superiority over his Readers, but moves and mingles 
with his Creations as if he were one of them: he is merely 
a Man like ourselves, but in unparairelled Circumstances, 
and the Skill with which the general and ordinary Laws 
and Arrangements of Nature are directed and applied to 
the Development and Movement of extraordinary Situa- 
tions and Events , preserving the Truth and Analogy of 
Nature in an idea! World which has no Prototype, is 
truly wonderful: the same Power is equally obseiTable in 
Milton , and still more so in Shakespeare; and this is the 
Test of the highest Order of creative^ Mind : when the Poet 
places himself, as it were, at the very Heart and Centre 
of Nature's Operations, in her vast and magniQccnt 
Laboratory , and , emancipating himself from the palpab lo - 
and methodical Application, a ud{fixedCour8e,of her Laws, 
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legislates according to the Spirit and not the Letter, whicfc 
is the Limit and Rale of inferior Minds, and applies these 
Laws to the Creation and Direction of his selfibrmed 
World , and all its Beings and Events : precisely as Nature 
herself would have done , were she inclined to apply her 
e<itahltshed Laws to novel and untried Combinations, and 
nothing indeed in the Contemplation of Nature herself is 
more magniBcent, than the, so to speak, elastic Adapta- 
bility of her general Laws , which , without Derangement 
or DiflScuUy, embrace the vastest and minutest Phenomena 
with equal Ease and Certainty , and by which every Event 
as it rises into Being, be it the Ruin of a World, the Birth 
of a World , or the Fall of a Sparrow's Feather , finds its 
destined Sphere of Action and Influence, neither exceeding 
nor falling short of, tho' but by a Hairsbreadth, the Space 
and Period assigned to it: there is nothing so novel or 
unprecedented but comes at once within the Grasp of 
these Laws, and submits at once to their Jurisdiction , and 
nothing so bygone and worn out but may be reproduced 
in an eternal Round of wonderful and beautiful Trans- 
formations; Nature never grows old: it is Art, puny Art, 
that models, remodels, and still leaves imperfect her 
feeble Abortions, while the undeviating Movement of 
Nature redeems and neutralizes the Errors and Follies of 
Man , and forces him on with her unto his destined Goal, 
solving the Problems of Ages as satisfactorily and unerringly 
as the Mathematician does a Problem of Euclid, and 
creating out of the Fragments of the Past, the less faulty 
Structure of the Future, the true Poet shares §omething 
of the creative Power of the Deity : as God called forth 
this glorious World by a slight and easy Application (so 
we may he allowed to suppose, since to be obliged to 
create new Laws for every new Combination is ^ Sign of 
Weakness) of already existing Laws , by which Hosts of 
Worlds had already been formed, so the Poet, on a small 
Scale, imitates the Deity, and applying the Laws which 
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regulate the Passions and Actions of Men in known 
Circumstances, to novel Combinations, where the Operation 
of these Laws is infinitely varied , tho' their Spiiit remains 
the same, creates his wondrous Productions, and « gives 
to airy Nothings » etc. etc. the most astonishing Instances 
of this Power are the Creation of Caliban, Ariel, and the 
Witches in Macbeth; here,tho' we feel the Creation to be 
quite new,, the skilful Analogy which links it to our 
Associations andExperience, prevents the Sense of Novelty 
from having anything of Improbability . the Study of 
Metaphysics, i. e, of the. Origin and Nature of human 
Thought and Feeling, the Principle of Associarion, the 
Sources and Modifications of Character and Passion, with 
tlie Laws of Belief, Taste etc. etc. in one Word the Study 
of Man's Heart and Mind, is not only a rich Source of the 
highest Poetry, but indispensible to the Formation of the 
true Poet; he may be strong without it, but he will be 
much stronger with it, and will create more as Nature 
does, with more conscious Power and Command over 
Causes and Efiects: there are Signs of a metaphysical 
Tendency in Dante, and if it have infured his Poetry in 
some Respects, there is little Doubt that it has furnished 
some of his finest Passages; not that any idle Display of 
such Learning is good in Poetry, but because it enables 
the Poet to create more according to the Laws of human 
Thought and Association . 

Above all Shakespear's Characteristics, above his 
boundless Imagination, his Wit, and his Wisdom, which 
seems to embody Milton's beautiful Idea, 

« 'Till old Experience do attain 
To something of prophetic Strain » 

and to be literally an Emanation of divine Insight : above 
tiiem all , and perhaps the chief Source of his gr^nd Me- 
rits, is his unequalled Healthiness of mental and moral 
Cunforroation: his Mind seems an Epitome of Nature, a 
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Stereotype, from which the origiaal, if lost, might b»e 
reprodaced in all its Variety of Detail: how different 
from Byron's jaundiced Sight is ShaVespear's ! the Light 
of his Mind is universal as the Sun's, showing all 
Things in their true Shapes aud Colours, and changing 
naught into the sickly Hue of personal Prejudice, or 
diseased Individuality; leaving that which is good, good: 
that which is beautiful, beautiful: and that which is 
deformed, deformed, he regards the Creatures of his 
Fancy with the impartial Eye of the Maker, ihey are 
all equal in his Sight, and by their Works they are 
left to be judged: in the Morality of his mighty Drama 
you see the Ends of Providence worked out as in real 
Life; sometimes the Hand of God seems to push aside the 
Clouds of Destiny , and visibly to chastise , at others a 
dark Enigma seems to wrap guilty and guiltless in a com- 
mon Ruin : it is not too much to say that his Works 
might supply a careful Study of the World, or rather a 
Knowledge of his Works and of the World are one same 
Thing, and often is he recalled to Mind in a thousand 
Instances of daily Life, when the finespun Creations of 
other Poets have faded into some forgotten Lumbercorner 
of the Brain . Shakespear's Humour is ratlier a Matter 
of his whole Character than a predominating Feature of 
it, as in Sterne; altho' there are many Passages of true, 
racy Humour, it is most usually shown in his healthy 
Views of human -Nature and Life : in his catholic Sym- 
pathy for every Mode of Being, it is like Religion itself, 
and looks on all with the same Eye of indifferent Bene* 
volence,! receiving all into its Sympathy, from the King 
to the Beggar, from the most conAmonplace, everyday 
Being, to the idealest and airiest Creations of Imagina- 
tion. 

Foreign Critics accuse S. of blending the Sublime and 
Laughable, the Terrible and Commonplace, and that this 
destroys Illusion and checks Sympathy : but our Sympathy 
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13 much more readily accorded to the Variety of Incident^ 
and even the most strikiDg Contrasts, of real Life, than to 
a monotonous Tissue of Improbabilities , where one same 
Tone prevails wearisomely in every Speech, Character, and 
Scene, to the utter Exclusion of allTruthlikeness, without 
T^hich there is neither Sympathy nor Illusion : the first 
Impression upon reading the Continental Dramas on this 
System is, that the Characters have all got their Parts by 
Heart: that thereisaForeagreement to speak and act in a 
given Way : they never seem to act from individual or 
spontaneous Motives, or to be influenced by Circumstan- 
ces, they have noMoments of Relaxation, noUnbendings, 
no casual Forgetfulness of their particular End and Oflice, 
they go right on to the last as if they were predestined , 
like Steammen, thro' thick and thin: in one Word, they 
never deign to be Men , but seem wound up for a certain 
Number of Speeches, which they emphasize with a given 
Outlay of Breath, and get thro' just in Time to a Minute, 
like Clockworkpuppets: but in S., as in real Life, the' 
same Man will be merry, melancholy, angry etc. etc. as 
Circumstances prompt, and as the Events of the Moment 
develop his Character: his Personages are influenced by 
Events as they arise; they have their own Views no Doubt, 
but they 6nd Time and Opportunity by the Way for 
manya good Laugh, and many a Bystroke of human Feeling; 
we can sympathize with this Variety because perfectly 
natural, nay, it pleasingly varies our Feelings, relieves 
the overstrained Attention, and prepares us for deeper In- 
terest in the serious Parts: even the strongest Contrast 
offends us only as in real Life, and powerfully rouses at 
the same Time that it may surprize us. 

OLD WHITBRS . 

There is a Depth, Force, Freshness, Truth, and 
Meaning , about the old standard Writers, truly vital: 
they deal with Men and Nature in a large, full, catholic. 
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and comprehcDAive Way, quite refreshing after the |iar<- 
tialy jaundiced, sickly, and aquinteyed Views of modem 
Writerlings, whose Works, never getting deeper thantlii' 
mere Surfaceforms, the Tinie-and Placeassociations, oi 
Man's Being, pass away as these change and are forgotten: 
while tiie others, going to the Depth of the Mystery, anti 
appealing to the primal Groundprinciples of Humanoa- 
ture, arc as unchangeable as these, the same essentiailj 
under every Modification; and as the great Circle of 
Changes rolls round , we are at Length brought back to the 
Point where we began , for, from the Beginning to the EuJ 
of Time, Man is still , as Lear says in his wise Madness, 
in that profoundest of Tragedies, « the same poor, bare, 
forked Animal » he ever was : it has ever been , and ev^r 
will be, this a poor, forked Animal », without the Star 
and the Garter, the Silk and the Ermine, and the Trum- 
pery of outward Distinctions, that has given Interest and 
enduring Value to all that contains any true Revelations 
of his manyfeatured Existence: and those who busy them- 
selves with the Costume alone, the mere Modifications- 
even of Thought and Feeliug, which spring from partial, 
local, and accidental Circumstances, like these, last but 
for their Hour, as the Bubbles on the Surface of the mighty 
Stream of human Life, while the Stream itself flows on 
thousands of Years the same, these are the Writers who 
know how to create as Nature herself does: not, like most 
Moderns, Figures as starch, stiff, and prim, -as if they 
were just taken out of a Bandbox , or else dried , withered 
Mummies and shrivelled Abortions, but human Beings, 
/ulllengtk Portraits, life-jind truthful, whose Voices you 
know by their Intonations come from the « Praicordia », 
varying as Nature works at the Heart, not squeezed, like 
so much Wind out of a Bagpipe, iulo the artificial, min- 
ccd , and dainty Terms precise of fashionable Utterance t 
the ridiculous Attempts of modern Writers to catch 
Apjtlause, their showy aud glittering Tinselstyle, their 
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j Wa&t of that calm. Depth arising from lofty Aims and 
ji Convictions , and the Interpenetration of a pure , deep 
• Faith thro' their moral and intellectual Nature, make 
I them lose very much in the Comparison : modern Littera- 
ture distracts the Soul, breaks it too much up into Frac- 
tions of Thought and Feeling, dissipates it over too large 
a Surface, and makes it (except it be a firstrate Mind) 
microscopic, because the Sphere into which it introduces 
us is that of Art and not of Nature, ^vhere Littleness 
is not , even in the least of Things : the finest Instance 
of Genius in our Age is Wordsworth , who has stepped 
completely out of the 19th. Century, its narrow and ma- 
terial Spirit in the Midst of all its boasted Wisdom , for 
it is very wise after the Flesh , as it is poor after the Spi- 
rit : out of its artificial and complicated System of Manners 
and social Relations, into the ample and eternal Realm of 
Nature, into the blessed Light of Things as God made and 
meant them : he is a Man willing to recognize Excellence 
in whatever Shape he may find it, and who, from having 
found it even where th*; careless and prejudiced will not 
take the Trouble to seek it, or will not recognize it be- 
cause it does not manifest itself precisely in Conformity 
with the partial and local Characteristics their own narrow 
Experience assigns 4;o it as its unfailing Indicator, has 
grown tolerant, and, as Improvement in one Point of 
Feeling or Thought does not stop there, but , by a natural 
and necessary Sympathy of Head with Heart, produces a 
general Expansion and Enlightenment , has grown wiser 
too : for Toleration is real Wisdom , and produces in the 
End the Good which it believes, and which at first perhaps 
did not really exist — . 

OR IKFmBLlTT. 

They who read the Bible humanly , understand and 
interpret it carnally ; such Persons will peruse certain Por- 
tions of the holy Yolttme as if it were a Bawdybook, and 

yoin 29 
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experience simibr Impressions; bat, to enter into its Spi- 
rit, a Qaality is requisite which the Sceptic is far from 
possessing, Humbleheartedness and real Love of the Xruthf 
to understand its Lessons we must think with the Heart ; 
right Feeling is the golden Key to many Difficulties on 
which Reason stumbles, or from which he draws only 
seeming Confirmation of his Prejudices : and surely reli- 
gious Belief is much more a Matter of the Heart than the 
Head; for tho* I regard its Proofs as sufficiently irresistible 
to convince any Beason, yet that Reason must be candid, 
and insofaras it is so,mustbesoinVirtueofi?iora/Fee]ing. 
It may be well to examine the Subject as an Argument to 
be proved, for if the Mind be not convinced, our Faith will 
be a mere barren Profession: but nothing can be more absurd 
than to regard it in a purely intellectual View; he who does 
8o, regards it as something abstracted from hivS moral Being, 
he excludes that Part which is most interested in the Ques^ 
tion , and which is equally capable of deciding, and fre- 
quently better: for, on many Occasions, and these not the 
least important, moral Instinct (into the Nature of which, 
as to whether it be a simple, primary Instinct, or a Com- 
bination of Reason and Feeling, which, coalescing from a 
Period previous toall internal Reflexion, have,likeagraffced 
Tree, become thiis blended into one uniform , and seem- 
ingly unresolvable. Principle, I shall not enter) decides 
with unerring Certainty and Rapidity; and the Cases where 
it thus decides are those where Reason would not only not 
operate so efficiently, but in Fact cannot operate at all: the 
great Mass of Mankind reason with the Heart , and there- 
fore go. right; the Philosopher would accomplish and prove 
all by Syllogism,and therefore goes wrong, for thelnstrament 
cannot work outmore than it was fashioned for, neither can 
Man's Reason grasp theWays of God — Universal Belief, such 
as is that of a future Life, is one of the most powerful Argu- 
ments, inasmuch as it must of Necessity spring, not from any 
accidental Mode. of Feeling, but from some unchangeable. 
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eternal Principle , as universal as the Belief itself, and 
because it showsaConsonancy, Fitness, and Suitableness, 
between the Nature of the Truth believed , and the Con- 
dition and Nature of the Beings who accredit it; the Belief 
is evidently according to the Nature and Tendency of 
Tilings, the moral Arrangements of the World presuppose 
and imply it, and in the Constitution of Man it is a pri- 
mary Fact, what is the chief Feature of Untruth and Er- 
ror ? its Unfitness, Awkwardness , and its being foreign to 
oiir Nature , notwithstanding that Men so often speak and 
act falsely. Portions of a Community, nay, a whole Nation, 
may labour upder the Hallucination of Error, and believe 
in a Lie,butnotawhoIeWorld,nor for ever; na]^,even a Com- 
munity cannotbelieve in one same Error thro' many Gene- 
rations, whereas this is a Truth which has prevailed univer- 
sally, and since the Creation; Truth alone surely can be thus 
universal in Influence and Duration,itmust be something in 
the Nature ofThing&thus to reappear eternally with the same 
Force and Freshness. Men must sooner or later awake 
from Error, because it springs from particular and acci- 
dental Modes of Thought and Feeling, and these pass 
away, or vary in their Demonstrations, and the Error with 
them, but a Belief which maintains its primary Influence' 
notwithstanding that Men's Ideas on almost every other 
Point have undergone infinite Changes and Modifications, 
must be founded in Truth; as Aristotle says^ Error is 
manyfold, but Truth one and uniform. Error is Disease 
of the mental and moral Constitution, and, like Disease of 
the physical, affects and operates in a Variety of Ways, 
but Truth, Irke Health, is one and the same in all; we 
do not say, one Man is well in one Way, one in another, 
but we do say, one is sick of this, and one of that. Disease: 
this Belief is an Instinct, a Movement of Nature prior to 
all Reasoning on the Probability thereof, the Privation ol 
it is as the Privation of what we hold most^'dear, it is a 
Degrading and Abandoning of our higher Nature: and the 
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Pervei*sion, which invariably follows on the Renunciation 
of ity proves that the Belief is essential to that Nature, to 

its true Development and Dignity, the Scarce of its highest 

Energy ) and without which this Life is an Enigma; now 

if it makes clear what is dark therein , and exalts \ivliat is 

low, it must be at once the Guide and the Goai of all 

Existence and all Exertion , without which we can neither 

know the Course we are to run, nor see to what it lead5, 

nor deem worthily of it , without which we cannot fulfill 

it : for what we do not esteem highly we cannot grandly 

work out, since we do not hold it worthy of all our Efforts- 

when an Opinion is shown to be irrational in Theory and 

ruinous in Practice, it must be renounced by all but thosa 

who remain blind because they will not see, who put out 

the Light , and then complain of stumblingf 

CORSCIBKCB . 

Conscience reminds one of the beautiful and poetical 
Emblem of her Power employed in the Arabian Nights, 
where a Ring, which changes its Color with the Actions 
of the Bearer, happily represents the Nature of her Office; 
but her Power goes further still, for she not only warns , 
but, when]disobeyed, enforces her Mandates with terrible 
Punishments : as the wicked Man has renounced his better 
Genius, she renounces him : he has become an Enemy to 
himself, and as such she treats him , she pursues him to 
his inmost Thoughts , wounds him where no other Wea- 
pon can reach, and with Weapons which he cannot defend 
himself against, for they are la's own Thoughts, arnd turns 
against his own Breast the Jnjury be destined for another, 
by showing it in its true and during Character, and not 
in the Disguise which Passion or Interest had lent it for 
a brief Moment. 

iLLCOMPAtrr . 

A viciousMan may possess some Germs of Rightfeel- 
ing^ which if left to themselves and a little wholesome 
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Solitude , that Diet of the sick Soul , might shoot again i 
but evil Communication plucks them up from the Roots ; 
Men become ashamed oi feeling Shame at anything, 
ashamed of the few Virtues they had left, and mu- 
tually sinning and encouraging to Sin, seek to pluck 
from their Breasts the Warner they dread — in this State 
Men not only lose the Wish, but the Capacity, for Truth , 
•while Vanity struggles against a Return to Virtue : for a 
Return to it, after Years of Vice, is like being compelled 
to hold up a Light to that which shames and degrades us, 
and few Men's Eyes are strong enough to bear the full 
View of their own Baseness ; here steps in that false Pride 
tvhich is allied to our worst Feelings, and, to perfect 
our State of Degradation , adds Impudence to Vice — 



BOS well's JOHKSOIf . 



The Perusal of this Work is a most perfect Treat: the 
unconscious Display of his own Vanity, the Peculiarity of 
it, the Felicity with which he paints himself a Fool, 
the <c i/tiyct ^ijflov » (as Eschines called his great 
Rival) dealing about his hard Licks with his vast Probos- 
cis among the lesser Animals , who look on in edifying 
Awe and Admiration, occasionally, tho' timidly,Tenturing 
on a Repartee, constitute the most delightful Menagerie- 
scene imaginable •— notwithstanding that « Bozzy » is a 
ff Fool positive » ^ his Book has infinite Merit from its 
great dramatic Interest: we know all the Personages 
as if we had cracked our Joke and our Bottle with 
the best of them, and we laugh at the Repartees, 
when merely reading them , with that warm Sympathy 
of the Jaws, which the Sight of a broad Smile on 
some halfdozen Faces never fails to produce : in a 
Word, we see and hear them, and, as the Showman says, 
we know their Measurement « from the Tip of the Snout 
to the Eud of the Tail » . it requires no small and no 
common Talent to write Conversations with as much 
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dramatic Efiect as Boswell has succeeded in giving tliem 
by mere Intensity of Vanity and Admiration: he does it 
unconsciously, without Eflbrt; had he not really felt all 
he describes , he would have failed : had it been ah Efibrl 
of Intellect merely he would have made a very dull Book, 
but as it is, he has composed one of the most amusing 
Works ever written, and, without any Mastership in 
psycological Anatomy, has dissected A/mfff(/*more sati:>&c- 
torily than the first moral Operator could have done, he is 
as vain a Man as ever breathed , it is stamped on the 
whole Work : yet never did Vanity seek so little to set 
itself off to Advantage, or hide its Blemishes; theFactis^ his 
Vanity is gratified, as it were, by Proxy in Johnson -.provided 
he can bring in a Word of his great « Lion », itmattters 
little if he call himself Fool out of his own Mouth to do 
so ; his Vanity sought its Gralificalion , and found its Re- 
ward, in the Honor he supposed reflected on fiimjelf 
by the Acquaintance of such a Man , and in being 
selected, as it wer^, to be the Showman of the 
«' [JiiyCL SytpioV » ; to be the . Medium of anything 
Johnsonian, tho' it were the most mortifying Setdown, or 
even a Kick on the Back— e, was delightful: and he felt 
inBnitely more Gratification at the Thought of its coming 
from Johnson, than Offense at the Insult offered to 
Boswell: this is a Modification of Vanity infinitely rare, 
yet much more useful and amusing than the commoner 
Features of that commonest of all Affections: how diffe- 
rent from the solemn, puffed up Seifconceit of Blair, 
which stalks along with a Fool 's Cap on its Head , and 
Mockwisdom on its Brow, reminding ofie with double 
Force of the Absence of so much , by the Assumption of 
so much: the Vanity of Johnson is little less amusiug 
than that of Boswell; the Contempt he feels for his 
a Jackal » being quite neutralized by his Complacency at 
being made so much of; besides he liked a safe Butt aow 
and then to put him in Goodhamour with himself 
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k Bgain, whenever hk Feathery had been at all ruffled. som« 

g Persons will lay bare their Faults, thus to fla tier them- 

f 8 elves i^ith an Appearance of Highmindedness : the very 

2 Wound they seem to inflict on their Vanity is the- Salve 

^ to heal it; but Boswell's Vanity is not of this Kind : his 

^ only conceivable Motive for doing all and bearing all, 

seems to be an overpowering Sense of the Dignity of being 

Johnson's Friend . the Manner in which he describes 

himself, after being. the Object of Remarks which would 

have provoked anyother Person to the highest Degree , is 

laughable in the Extreme: he evidently plumes himself 

upon it , and strokes down his ruffled Feathers with as 

much Complacency as if he had received a signal H&^xk cS 

Distinction. 

MORALITT. 

In France and Italy there is not perhaps so large a 
Portion of Females reduced to such perfect Degradation as 
among ourselves: Harlotry does not walk the Streets with 
su^h barefaced Effrontery, nor are the Trespassers such 
remarkable Exceptions, but, instead of this, I think tlie 
Spirit of Un chastity much more general^ etc, from being 
to universal, there is no public Opinion to check it, for 
40 public Opinion pronounces against itself; it is by 
general Consent considered as mere Galantry, and its 
t'ue Character glossed over under those conventional 
Firms and Usages, by which a certain Exterior of Virtue 
is kept up, for the Purpose of greater Freedom at Bottom, 
and under this Cover: with us, in Comparison, the Evil 
isfly be said in some Measure to stop in itself: that is, of 
Course, as far as Evil can do so, lor the Clanship of Sins 
is as strong as that of Scotchmen; but the evil in foreign 
Society is more emphatically an Evil, as it has a greater 
Tendency to uusettle and corrupt all those pure and noble 
flomerelations, on ^hich are founded alike the Beauty 
aud UolioQss which sanctify the Privacy of domestic Lile, 
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and the conservative and embalming Moral, which, taking- 
its Origin from tbence , is breathed into the great Heart of 
the Nation, and is displayed in its Litteratare and its 
public Existence, to shake this domestic Morality is to 
loosen the Cornerstone of Life, it is polluting the yery 
Springhead of the Waters of Existence: when, in the very 
charmed Circle, where we are wont to seek Relief from 
the Coldness and Selfishness of the World, to ponr forth 
the gashing Sympathies and pure Aspirations of unconta- 
minated Being, we find Pollution, Disorder, Jealoasies, 
Heartburnings, and worldly and corrupted Feelings, the 
sacred Temple defiled, and the Altars of domestic Peace 
overthruwn hj ilie rutic Hand uf Licentiousness, it is 
then that we are delivered over to the cold , selfish , com- 
monplace Worldliness of our Nature , to feel the Absence 
of all exalting and unworldly Aspirations in ourselves , and 
to deem the Assumption of them in others Folly or 
Hypocrisy : such was the Character of a great Portion of 
French Society, at the Time when La Rochefaucanld's 
« Maxims , » which are at once a Key to, and a Satire on, 
it, served as the Thermometer of social Feeling; those 
Maxims are but the floating Opinions, and Modes of 
Acting and Thinking of his Contemporaries, reduced to a 
more general Form , and they must have been acted upon 
pretty generally to have afforded the Groundwork of a 
System, cursed be a Philosophy which imbrutes ou' 
Reason into Mechanism, and petrifies the Heart in1> 
Selfishness, which renders the Intellect but the Ingenui^ 
of the Ape to work. Mischief, and the Heart the Cente 
and Source of a « casual Fruition, loveless, joyless, nneik- 
deared . » at Paris Vice is more a System, she loses moch of 
her Grossness, but becomes thereby more dangerous; she 
is so attractive in her Manners , so lively and sparkling in 
Conversation, so seducing in studied Arts and Wiles, and 
so wrapped up in a thousand U^ges and Forms of 
polished Society, that the ordinary Mind, whose Virtue 
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lies very, much in Esteraals, k seduced into substantial 

Sin under the Appearance of Virtue , and as there is much 

Refinement and Elegance blended with the System, so it 

does not disgust those Tastes which sin willingly enough, 

but will not sin grossly or vulgarly; but onr Women of 

Pleasure cannot he mistaken., they bear the Stamp upon 

their Brow; they have none, of the Ease, Wit, Grace, 

Sprightliness, and Management of a Parisian Girl, on the 

Contrary , they stand like so many Sheep on Sale , so that 

the illicit Intercourse of the Sexes among, us is as of 

degrading a Character as can well be : it is mere brute 

Gratification, unrelieved by any Mixture of Gallantry or 

Politeness, yet, precisely from being more gross and 

disgusting, it is in many Instances less durable and ruinous. 

let no Man fancy that he can breathe the Atmosphere of 

refined Vice and not. catch the Infection, for it is only 

while new to us that we regard it as monstrous, but soon 

it wHl become a Commonplace; no Man can long keep 

himself an Exception to everj'thing around him, he is 

assailed on all Sides , in a thousand indirect and scarcely 

obvious Ways, thro' Sight , Hearing, Imagination, Selilove, 

Dread of Ridicule and Singularity , while his Means of 

Defence must every Day grow weaker, never allowed to 

recruit their Force, and deprived of the Courage of 

Companionship in Resistance : in such Society he can 

glide into Vice by so many delicatelyshaded and .scaice~ 

perceptible Gradations of Dereliction , that to refuse 

Acquiescence in certain apparently harmless Pursuits, 

would seem rather Prudery and Affectation than Virtue; 

on either Side of the strict Boundaryline of Virtue there is 

a debateable Land, where Vice and Virtue, as it were, 

shake Hands, and this is the Reason why a strict Attention 

to even the bare Letter of Morality is so indispensible; 

there is no visible Trespass in the few first Steps, and 

when we have become accustomed to a little Sin, it seems 

no more sinful to take a few Steps further, than at first it 
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<Iid to Uke those few which led as oyer the tone « and 
we cheat oanelres into the Belief that the Line is stiil 
before us when we have left it already fiaur behind . 

D4BTB. 

Tlie Times in which Dante liyed were Times of 
Energy, of a wild and wasteful Energy it is true , but still 
pregnant with powerful Inspiratioa to Mind and Cbarao- 
ter : they called forth all the Good and Bad in hnman 
Natnie, but, tho' rude and unmanageable, it was still 
Nature t and as such fuU of Interest, and Force , and 
Originality: there was the deeprooted Strength of political 
and religions Sentiment, the most powerful of all Impulses, 
and, with'these magnetic Influences of Life, Men may ho 
cruel, rude, vehement, gigantic in E>ril or Good, but 
never the tame , worn out , passionless , wiredrawn 
Creations of a prurient and enfeebling Refinement, such 
were the Times of which Dante was the moral and intel- 
lectual Incarnation , and if his great Poem have sometimes 
the Darkness and Harshness of his Age, it possesses also 
its Energy and Originality , its Depth and Simplicity of 
Feeling, and Vigor of Action and Passion ; his Poem is a 
true Glass of the Age in which he lived, nor could any 
History convey so clear and living a Conception of it: the 
Materials of which it is composed are the Age itself, 
fiised by his Genius, recast in the gigantic Mould of his 
own Mind , and poured out thence into his vast Poem in 
all its Oneness and Completeness. 

TA.SSO ABD 4RI08T0. 

The Beauties of Tasso remind one of hothouse Plants, 
carefully ananged for Effect ; Color, Shape, Si2e, studiously 
contrasted as Foils to each other: they are beautiful, but 
have a sickly , artificial Appearance , and we are reminded 
of Nature only to feel that it is an Imitation we look on : 
those of Aiiosto are like Wildflovfers, that spring up by 
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tfic Wayside, all fresh and dewy, growing at Random, oft 

« wasting their Sweetness on the desert Air, » yet gladsome 

to Sight and Sense , and cherished the more because they 

drop on us unobtrusiyely; there is no Attempt to force 

Admiration^ the Reader is left to his own Impulses , au4 

his Sympathy is not the less readily given because he is not 

told to weep or laugh by other Monitor than his own 

Heart, there is nothing vigorously natural in Tasso ,he did 

not stand in Contact with Nature, but saw her thro' a 

Medium , and for true Sentiment we have often a false 

Sentimentality . 

LlTTEAATUIieS. 

The characteristic Features of early and isolated 
Litteratures are strongly marked: they are the genuine 
Productions of the Soil without any foreign Admixture, 
and are impressed with a vivid Spirit of Nationality and 
Individuality; but at the present Day there is a Cosmopo- 
litism in Litterature as well as in Politics, and thus the 
Power of Fashion and the Imitation of foreign Litteratures 
may overcome the* original Bent of national Taste, as 
influenced by physical and moral Causes ; but these 
imitated Portions of a Litterature never take a strong 
Hold on the national Mind, since they do not appeal to 
its past Recollections , nor are intertwined with its Hopes 
and History, the Learned are frequently not such good 
Judges of a Work a« the People , for the former go by 
System and Theory, but the latter by the Instinct of 
human Feeling, which the True alone pleases in the 
long Run. 

TBAVEL . 

A Man should come Home after his Travels with 
th< Heart of an Englishman, but the Eyes of a Foreigner. 
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SlpOLBOV. 

The Effect produced bj Napoleon 's Presence opon bis 
Troops at their Moments of deepest I>iscoaragenierit,and 
when they were ottering Curses on him as the Author of 
their Miseries, and perhaps plotting his Destruction , was 
truly magical ; it must he explained by the Ascendancy of 
Genius , and the Successes which shed a Halo, as it were, 
round the Brows of a Conqueror, and sanctify his Person 
in vulgar Eyes: they looked on him as a Type, as the 
risible Impersonation of their own Fortunes , as the « be 
all and the end all here I » the Abbreviation and Renewal 
of all their bright Remembrances of Victory, and the Pledge 
of all their dearest Hopes of Fame and Compensation; 
when he appeared it was as their Star of Promise, and 
nothing of Doubt or Despair could hang around the Man 
who had accomplished so much that nothing seemed 
impossible , who had so far overstepped the ordinary 
Calculations of Men, that they were at a Loss now what 
Limits to assign him, and whom, having succeeded in what 
they deemed perfectly Quixotic Undertakings, their Imagina- 
tions invested with more than human Attributes; for so it is 
with common Minds, not piercing into the true Springs of 
Things, they become credulous where they were at first 
sceptical, and not being able to estimate the Causes on 
the grand Scale which have produced the1£ffects they see, 
they attribute to the Agent something Overhuman, and 
regard him with a Kind of Superstition. 

IMSPIRATtOM . 

Tho' the finest Passages of Poetry be the Result of 
Inspiration, yet this Inspiration, tho', as strictly such, 
lasting a very brief Time, is not a mere Product of a 
Moment: it may be the combined Result of Years of Study, 
Thought, Imaginings and Musings, reduced to Shape, Act, 
and Use, by the Feelings and Excitement of a Momeat,juft 
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as at a particular Point the Ice congeals, the Particles 
unite and take a definite Shape, when Shakespear wrote 
the Murderscene in Macbeth he-probably composed it in a 
short Time, but the Ideas there embodied were the Result 
of many Meditations and much Study of the human 
Heart, the true Poet writes yi'o/w and for the exquisite 
Pleasure he feels in Composition ; like the true Welldoer, 
the Act of Composing is at once his Reward and Motive , 
nor, without the exquisite Pleasure he feels, could he 
write anything truly excellent. 

ll▲^zoNI . 

Manzoni 's « Promessi Sposi » , with some few other 

Works, is the Voice of a public Want, a Sentiment of the 

universal Heart not yet well understood or fostered enough 

even by those who feel it: the People , that mighty Being, 

is scarcely beginning to exist: some confused Throes, some 

halfconscious Gropings, like those of the Cyclops about 

his Cave, indicate that it is awaking into Life and 

SelfcoQsciousness: but only at Intervals, by Fits an4 Starts, 

its Wants are made known . a new Spirit must inform 

the old Body, and a new Litterature have Birth, that shall 

give back the Image of a new People, and draw its Ispi ration 

from that more vigorous Sentiment of Humanity which a 

new Generation, more true to Nature, will delight in and 

therish. u nihil humani a me alienum pulo » should be 

the Motto of every Man, which he should repeat to 

himself each Morning, and ask himself if he has fulfilled 

each Evening . 

COLIiEGURS . 

The young Oxonian should swear by Styx , as being 
more habituated to venerate Jove than Jehovah: he is a 
sort of Pagan , and his ilead is a Kind of Lumberroom , 
where the cast-off Prejudices of the Present, and the 
worn-out Trash of the Past, breed a strange Race of Hybrid 
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Ideas, to which Commonseiise would not even deign to. 
itand Godfather. 



COHTINIIITT . 



Continuity in ^Thought and Study is highly advanli-> 
geous, as it leads to more univerftal Observation, more 
philosophical Association , closer Connexion of Cause and 
Effect, and of kindred Materials: one Subject is made to 
illustrate another,while theirAnalogiesbecomemore obyious 
and numerous,at the same Time that the mental Faculties 
attain a more general Perfection, the ^e/ienf/Character and 
Direction of Imagination may be reduced to Rule and fixed 
Development much more than is supposed; tho' its 
Exertion on the Moment is regulated by Causes and 
Emotions, which to check then were to destroy, yet its 
general Character and Tone depend very much on the 
Habits of Mind; the Object we should aim at, I think, is 
to place its general Exercise and Development under the 
Influence of wellchosen Rules, but not its particular 
Application . Continuity of mental Exertion lends Xo give 
Sobriety to Imagination, and its particular Efforts will 
partake of this Character. Commonsense should be the 
Ground of the highest Flights of Fancy, else they will be 
exaggerated and overdone. 



POPULAH POBTRT. 



The true popular Poetry never fails to effect its End , 
because it appeals, not to our conventional Feelings and 
Habits of Thought, but to the eternal and unchanging 
Oneness of our inmost Being: the best of the old Ballads 
<^ontain, as it were, a Stereotype of the national Heart: iC 
is here we find that eternal and mysterious Embodying 
of the national Character, in a Mould preserved from Age 
to Age, and which still abides unchanged even when the 
rffation has altered, and deviated from its primitive Type, 
and by which it may remodel itself, and thus preserve its 
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Identity . in Spite of all the Changes produced in a Natioa 
by Civilization , there is a certain primary Type of Character 
to which it perpetually recurs, and those Portions of its- 
Litterature, which bear the Impress of this, alone are 
truly national , and delight, not a particular Class, but 
the Nation at large: such are Chaucer and Shakespear; 
tho' the Language of the former makes the Perusal of him 
almost a Study , yet few Writers are more truly English , 
or give us a truer Reflexion of (hose national Qualities. 
tvhich have ensured, more or less, to every truly popular 
Work, its Reputation and Interest. 

PRmS A8D 8HTHBSa» 

Hiere cannot be a greater Mistake than to attribute a 
cold and reserved Behaviour always to Pride. Shyness is wont 
to employ the same Means as Pride, and arms itself with 
the same Weapons, but for a very different Purpose, lest it 
should be surprized in its weak Point: it is this which 
makes it prick up its Porcupinequillsat the least Approach 
towards Familiarity, but a certain Timidness and Want of 
Selfconfidence always distinguish it from the cool Selfpos- 
session and haughty Assumption of Pride: a certain 
Indifference to the Persons present , shown in the Language 
and Manner^ indicates Pride, but Shyness never ventures 
to call down the Attention of the Company on itself in 
this Way, its Object is to pass unnoticed, it is essentially 
a defensive , never an offensive Quality: but it also displays 
itself differently in different Temperaments: sometimes it 
becomes indiscriminately obsequious, assumes a certain 
overdone Bonhommie, assents to all, and smiles and 
amirks on all; at other times, and this is the most 
ridicnlous Manifestation of it, it endeavours to assume 
the Appearance of that most opposite Quality, Impudence, 
but there is always something to betray it, and make the 
Assumption discover but more effectually what it was 
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employed to bide, sometimes also from mere Despair it 
becomes bold and irenturesome. 

FlRSTaA.TB WjLR«BIP. 

Wbat a grand Emblem of the Power and Contrivance 
of Man is a firstrate Lin« of Battle-ship! how viTid is the 
Effect on the Imagination to see the apparently insignificant 
Contriver walking on this seaborne Mass, and yet to think 
that without him it had never been! what Beauty, Skill, 
and Proportion , how many Laws of Mechanics illustraled 
and comprized in the vast, y^ graceful, towering Bulk , 
which moves at the Will and Guidance of one Man, as 
tho' 'twere winged with Life: how gloriously it ploughs 
the Brine, flinging aside, as it were in Scorn, the foaming 
and eternal Waves, thus doing Homage to the Power of 
Man, and helping on h'la fleeting Purposes! we should see 
it when lightly stirred by the Sea , for then it seems a 
Thing of Life, bnt not tossed y. like a Bubble, when the 
Giantwaves rise in their resistless Might, and the vastest 
Creations of human Power and Ingenuity seem made but 
to offer Sport to the mighty and uncontrollable Element, 
plunging and rearing madly, like a Lion with dishevelled 
Mane and foaming Jaws ! then it is that in the^fiublime 
Confusion of the Elements he feels his insignificance, and 
Dependence on that a 11 mighty Being whose Voice alone 
can reestablish their Harmony , whose Praise this whole 
World, like a vast Organ, peals everlastingly! 

, FAVOanOBRS. 

There are some Men who oblige, but in a selfish Wayt 
if they have to do us a Favor, they must do it all by 
themselves, and have all the Praise of it unshared: they 
will not admit a Partner, tho* it were indispensible to the 
very Object they have in View: thus they give us to see 
that their own Pleasure is more aimed at than that of the 
Individual for whose Sake they would fain be supposed 
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to exert themBelvea disinterestedly: Favors from them are 
a Sort of Money at Interest , a Speculation to euhaoce 
their BepuUtions in the Eyes of the World: the Complaint 
of Gratitude being so little shown is not altogether just , 
for how shall a Man feel Gratitude where he sees no 
disinterested Kindness? 



EDUC4T10K . 



The Object of Education shoald be a coinstantaneous 
Development of all the Faculties, not the undue Subor- 
dination of one to another, but a regular Movement of 
all: the Mind should develop itself as Nature does her 
Creations, as a Whole: when the Rootsap rises in the Tree 
in Spring, it prepares simultaneously the Flowers , Leaves, 
and Fruit, the Needful! and the Ornamental: so likewise 
ahould the Mind of Man unfold itself, Action should go 
Hand in Hand with Contemplation , and Fact supply to 
Imagination the coarse, yet sober and precious, Rawmaterial 
to be worked up into its splendid Combinations. 

THE BIBLE. 

The constant Study of the Bible , as of every lofty 
and unworldly Work, is beneficial , not so much for the 
positive Amount of Information which it supplies, as for 
the pure Tone of Thought and Feeling, and the holy 
Frame of Mind , whidi it fosters , and which is an endless 
Source of grand Conceptions, since these Feelings become 
at Ijength the Groundwork of the Character , and enter 
thus into all its Elements, and make themselves felt on 
Occaaions where they do not directly reveal themselves, 
like the Sap in the Brilliance of the Blossom and the 
Sweetness of the F^uit: it is like the Tuning of an 
Instrument, which fits it for the widest andjuilest Range 
of Harmonies of which it is capable , and even when none 
of the powerfuUest , it is at least in Keeping and Relation 
with itself. 

yol. IL 30 
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THE POET* 

The Poet is often like the Child which cries for Che 
Moon, the Earth is too narrow for him, he is ever seeking 
the Impossible and Unknowable: like the Eagle , he will 
gaze at the Sun , and when he withdraws his Glance and 
turns it earthward again, a Mist of Dimness and Disap- 
pointment shrouds it. it seems chili and sombre: at one 
Moment, sick of his fine Abstractions, he yearns , with an 
Intenseness bordering on Agony, for something living, 
palpable, real, which he may Clasp to his Hearty and 
whose Heart he may feel beating back his own ; at the next , 
perhaps, he would cast it away as falling so measurelessly 
short of his ideal Standard, deeming himself all Spirit, 
and, as such , neglecting the seemingcoarse , commonplace- 
Duties of real Life: the Waste of Feeling also on ideal 
Objects leaves him less than he should have for actual , and 
makes him in the Interval wretched thro* its Reaction. — 

ARRAJIOBltERT OF FACTS . 

The proper Selection and Arrangement of Fact» 
requires great Talent, a luminous and philosophic Mind, 
to trace the eternal and essential Relations of Things, the 
Sequence of Causes and E£fects-— a skilful Arrangement 
of Facts is equivalent, nay, superior, to Reasoning, for it 
is both Reasoning and Description at once, the Facts , like 
Stars of the same Constellation, throw Light on, and 
explain, each other, and call up each other by their 
necessary Connection, like the Links of a Chain: what is it 
but Selection and Arrangement which constitutes poetical 
Description? Nature ofifers her Materials to all, but they 
become Pictures only in the Hands of him who can seise 
the Essential, and separate- it from the Accidental. 

FRBBDOM. 

A noble Spirit feels an Injustice inflicted on a 
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Fellowcreatare as an Insult and a Wrong done to himself: 
his Simpathy is a catholic Feelings and, ptoud of his own 
Independence, he loves to see all l>esenibling himself: the 
true free Man is as ready to defend the Rights of another 
as his own, he does not confine his narrow View to the 
Man, the Individual injured, but looks at the general 
Principle, the Sanctity of which is violated in his Person, 
and on which his own Rights, as those of thousands, alike 
depend: this is the true Spirit that makes Freedom 
arguseyed and hundredhanded , and therefore invincible , 
it is this which bestows on the poorest Beggar the Power 
which is a combined Result of the Intelligence and 
Energy of Millions, and which holds the Egis of Justice 
before his naked Breast. 

TBB AGAHEMROH OF ISCHTLUS. 

In this fine Play the Notion of Fate broods like a 
Nightmare oyer the whole Scene , the Shadows of coming 
Evils are thrown beforehand, dashing with a fearful and 
spectral Gloom even the Snatches of Joy and Gratulation: 
thus, in that splendid Description of the Beaconlights 
which announce the Fall of Troy, a Description worthy 
of the momentous Occasion, it seems as if the joyous 
Annunciation were accompanied with a Curse — dread 
and indistinct Outlines of coming Guilt, hinted at in dim 
and fearful Language, seem to lift themselves for an 
Instant into View in the Background and Horizon of the 
Scene, and instantaneously vanish, leaving the Mind in 
Doubt as to their Reality, yet trembling and appalled 
with fearful Prognostics of coming Evil: it is this Feeling 
which invests everything with a strained Interest and 
Expectation, Agamemnon seems, from the Moment he 
approaches his Palace , to stand unconsciously in the 
aweful Shadow of Nemesis: the Scene where Cassandra, 
gifted with Secondsight , sees and describes to the Chorus 
the Progress of the terrible Tragedy, ere it happens, with 
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ap(ialliiig Bursts of Terror, as if it were acta ally and palpably 
a-perpetrating before ber strain 'd Eyebalb, is splendidly 
conceived , and is eqnal^ I think, to anything in Macbeth; 
it is infinitely finer in this Way than if it wei*e brought 
before the Bodyseye: Imagination's dilating Eyeballs peer 
into the Dim and Dusk of Faturity, from which the 
fearful Outlines loom forth vaster and more spectral, 
while the aweful Accompaniament to, and Comment on, 
Cassandra's Words , which soon follow in the Shape of 
Agamemnon's Groans, give to the whole Scene the vague 
Terror of a Dream , and the Sternness of Reality, and this 
Mixture of both is a Compound far finer than either, the 
Delicacy and softness of the female Character seem to have 
had little Attraction for Eschylns, he seldom angirds 
himself for any Gush of Tenderness, nor have we any Idea 
of his Women but as of Clytemnestra, brandishing the 
murderous Axe , and standing over the Body of her 
Husband: in this Respect he is a perfect Contrast to 
Euripides. 

CBBlSTI4t(ITT . 

It has been well observed of the Progress of Christia- 
nity,, that, from being shared among so many Persons, it 
couKl not be an Imposition: for it is morally impossible 
that many Individuals should maintain a Lie, or not be 
discovered: for a Lie involves a vicious Circle, he who 
tells one must tell twenty to help out that one: until the 
Tissue of Falsehoods becomes so complicated that the 
strongest Memory cannot retain all the Links, nor the 
nctttest Ingenuity maintain them in Union: the Liar has 
to pay the Devil a Sort of compound Interest for the one 
Lie which is the Archetype of all the rest, for the first he 
must invent two, for the two , four, and so on. Hill the 
everspreading Circles come into Contact with so many 
known FacC^ that Detection is unavoidable; it is thus 
that tiiars are found out: on the one Hand they cannot 
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help forgetting some necessary Link in the Chain of Lies,- 
and on the other, all their ordinary Associations and Feelings 
lead them involuntary to act and speak out q/*the Lie. • — 

JUVENAL , 

One cannot help feeling that Juvenal sometimes 
indulges in gratuitous Indecency, not only where it is 
unnecessary, but positively hurts the Effect of a Passage, 
thus, in the Description of the Deluge, be says they willjsee 
each other's Nakedness: this leads one to suppose that he 
had been himself a Bake, and tho' evidently a reformed 
one, as « nil ergo optabunt homines, » and many other 6ne 
Passages prove, yet « quosemel est imbuta recens, servabit 
odorem testa diu: » a Man cannot return to that Parity 
of Thought and Simplicity oi Feeling which belong only 
to the unspotted Mind, as the delicate Bloom belongs 
only to the uuhandled Fruit: he cannot help showing that 
he is hackneyed and worn , and ho«vever he may despise* 
the Vices and Foliies of his former Life, its Habits will 
not fail to leave some Bust on his Character . 

BSCTOR. 

• 

I know nothing in the whole Bange of Composition 
more exquisitely true to Nature, or more touchingly 
pathetic than the delicious Scene between Hector and 
Andromache; he who can read it without Tears can have 
little Sympathy with the best and holiest Affections of the 
Heart; what is it th»t gives to this immortal Passage the 
Freshness and Warmth of the present Moment? its vivid 
Spirit of Humanity, it is true, true as God himself would, 
have it to be. how finely is Hector's Character conceived, 
and in the catholic Spirit of Humanity which allowed no 
national Prejudices to distort the Writer's Feelings, or to 
disparage the Enemies of his Country., we see the great Poet 
who wrote for a// Men , for he who would do this must rise 
above the Paltriness of Party feelings. Hector is all that the 
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rpiiiantic Imagination of the Middleages has pictured U ^ 

heroic and exalted , courteous and refined in his Converse 

with Women , valiant to Rashness , and listening to 

Honor's Voice alone, a loving and devoted Husband , a 

dutiful Sou, and adored by his People as the Beau ideal, 

as the Personification, of their Nationalism ; his very Faults 

make us love him but the more , they are few , and belong 

to the Age , not the Man ; with all these Claims upon oar 

Love, he has a further one upon our Sympathy, from the 

melancholy Circumstances in which he is placed : nobly 

falling with his falling Country, we feel. that his generous 

Efiprtsare destined to prove unavailing, and cannot help 

regretting that so much Merit should be reserved for so 

untimely a Fate, and that too for the Crimes of another. 

Hector has ever seemed tome the most perfect Embodying 

of the true, chivalrous Feeling, far more so than the 

Knight « sans Pen r et sans Rcproche ; » there is such a Un ion 

of the best Qualities in hira, all is so true, so genuine, 

the still and unseen, yet, just for this, deeper Feelings 

of the Father aud the Husbaud feeding and refining the 

more public Qualities of the Warrior and the Patriot, and 

subliming 'the Sacrifice of a Life rendered so dear and 

precious by domestic Ties and Affections. Paris appears a 

thorough fine Gentleman, in Love with his own Person, 

and^o well pleased with his Success in the soft Warfare of 

Venus as to be quite indifTerent to Fame in Council or 

Armsj he puts one in Mind of the finical Fop, described 

by the gallant Hotspur, a Man who, as the Soldiers bore 

the dead Bodies by, 

« Would call them untaught Knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring a slovenly , unhandsome Corse 

Betwixt the Wind and his Nobility! » 
one who would question with m many holyday and Lady- 
terms. » 

How beautiful is the Scene where Hector, the War- 
rior^ whose winged Steps of Wrath we haye followed with 
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Aamiration thro' the glowing Battlepieces of the Poet, 
sinks into the fond Father and loving Husband; he forgets 
for a Moment (and this Moment, and the Description of 
it, are doubly beautiful from the Strife and Tumult which 
precede and follow it, like a green Oasis of pure and holy 
Feeling, amid the wasteful, sweeping Whirlwind of human 
Hssion, on which the Mind rests with a keener Sympathy, 
glfid, like the Warrior himself, to escape from the Crash 
and Din of irobruting Strife) his Fame and Prowess, his 
hairbreadth Escapes in many a hardfought Field, the bright 
Past ind the darker Future; all has vanished from his 
Eyes, ind the Picture which he sees, is the hallowed 
Hearth of his Home, his Wife and Child! how admirably 
does this Portion of Hector's Character relieve the other, 
Jiow much does he seem in this Picture superior to his Ag« 
and its Manners? he is the Poetry of his Age, he embodied 
all the chivalrous and adventurous Spirit of that romantic 
Period of Grecian History, but all the grosser Elements 
are sublimed md reBned by being blended with the 
Qualities of the Individual : how different is his Love for 
Andromache from that which is usually to be met with in 
such Periods, hi>w touchingly tender, delicate, and 
refined; she was not degraded to almost the Lot of a 
Slave , regarded as a domestic Animal , and valued but for 
her Utility, she was the Sharer and. Soother of his Joys 
and Sorrows, his Bosomfriend and his Adviser , for his 
generous Nature could not for a Moment endure that she 
should be aught but his Equal, the Way in which he 
addresses her is a fine Mixture of manly, yet tender. 
Feeling, alike removed from mawkish Affectation, unseemly 
Dread of coming Evil, and that discreditable Assumption 
of Indifference, which some upon such Occasions put 
on y as if to feel like a Man were an Imputation on Courage 
and Manhood. 
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COMPBRSATIOHS . 

It is interesting to trace how, under Govennenfo 
perfectly difierent^a Sort of natural Balance is maintained 
by Means of the domestic and individual Relations of 
Society, which Equilibrium the Spirit of the Goverment, 
reasoning k priore, would seem calculated to destroy; tb^ 
Efiects of the best and wor&t Goverments are neutralized, 
to a considerable Extent, by those Modes ofTkinkiig, 
those Prejudices, Customs, and Habits, the Inflaen<e of 
which, tho' merely of Opinion, descends into the mitutest 
Departments of domestic Life, and the fireside Splere of 
personal Motives, Tastes, and Arrangements, where Laws 
never, or seldom, penetrate; the Notions in which a Man 
is bred up, and which he sees ruling the Conduct and 
Actions of all around him, these form bis own Character 
and Tastes : when the Spirit of a GovenoeiA checks the 
full and free Exercise of Ability in the pnbLc Relations of 
Life, Men seek to compensate this Speciesof Restraint by 
introducing a freer Tone into Society, in the familiar 
and daily Intercourse of Life ; this is a gdoddeal the Case 
in many Parts of Italy, there is a freer Mixing of the 
difierent Elements of Society , the Gradations are not so 
marked, one Class does not set itself up above another, 
nor bristle up if a Member of a lower Set introduces 
}!imself into its Circle; there is less Ceremony, less 
Restraint in Matters of Dress, household Style . etc. a Man 
may live economically, and how he pleases, without 
sinking from his proper Rank in Society, while Assumption 
and Selfimportance are kept under by the Fear of Ridicule; 
and where all live in an offhand Style, few pretend, and 
as there is little Rivalry in Display and Show, those who 
may feel inclined thereto, finding themselves little noticed, 
soon give over; from the total Absence also of political 
Excitement and Occupations, the Italian leads a more 
equable Life than the Englishman , and perhaps enjoys 
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Iiijnself more, tho' Men are thas more apt to become 
wrapped up in themselves, in the narrow Sphere of their 
own Concerns, and want much of the expansive Feeling 
produced by the Labours of a public Life j Society goes on 
at an easy Jogtrot, like the emblematic Vettura of the 
Country, and the Changes which take Place among us 
with Steam rapidity , require a Score of Years in Italy: we 
in England, however, considerably diminish the Blessings 
of perfect Freedom thro' our Overregard to Wealth and 
Bank, which Spirit, fostered in the Bosom of social Life, 
has ascended thence into our Laws and Institutions, and 
in many Respects corrupted them pt is easy to see that 
the freest Institutions may become mere Forms, when Men 
in their .individual Capacities are so blind as to set the 
Possession and Acquisition of the mere Accidentals of Man 
above the Essentials ; it is on the broad Basis of private 
Life that a free Goverment must stand , from hence it de- 
rives its Vigor , and without this, the « Magna Charta » , 
the « Bill of Bights », etc, are mere Bits of Paper; for after 
all the whole Machinery of Society resolves itself into In- 
dividua]8,andgoodLaws and freeInstitutions,ifcorruptedly 
administered by these, are but unmeaningGeneralities.we 
have taken it so long for granted that we are the freest of 
Nations, that we have neglected to look into, and correct, 
many Abuses until very lately, and while many among us 
appeal to the « Magna Charta » as the great Groundwork 
of Freedom, Men elsewhere go higher, and appeal to 6rst 
Principles, and this is a grand Step; it is looking into the 
essential Nature of Things, it is laying the Foundation of 
Reform on a durable, nay, an eternal. Bottom, on the Na- 
ture of Man himself: it is Simplifying the Subject, Putting 
it in its true Light, and leaves no Room for Quibbling or 
Evasion — 

GOODBREBDIITG. 

One meets, from Time to Time, with delightful Spe- 
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ciineus of female Character, neither cramped and stiffened 
into ceremonious Form, nor yet degenerating into too 
gi'catFreedom of Manner, bat with a happy and unconscious 
Naivete, truly refreshing after the clockworklike Good- 
breeding of those who ihinkthat nolhing can be well done 
if not all according to Rule and Precedent, People who go 
thro' Life as thro' tlie Steps of a Quadrille; as if Nature 
must go to the Dancingmaster and Ceremoniesm aster for 
her Sense of Propriety! as if the kind Heart, obeying at 
once its own Impulses, and the lofty Intellect, perceiving 
instinctively , and with the most delicate Tact, the real 
Distinctions of Things, could ever be deficient in that 
highest Goodbreeding, which « oversteps not the Modesty 
of Nature »! one may often, it is true, overstep the 
Rounds of the so selfdubbed « good Society », because its 
Sphere is iusignificant and narrow compared with Na-* 
tore's, who wirh one Stride gets beyond it; bat theV iqlation 
of merely arbitrary Rules, not founded on true Feeling 
and right Reason, is obviously no Offense against Propriety, 
the sonamed « high » are forced to have Recourse to arti- 
ficial Distinctions and arbitrary Separationlihes, because, 
if tlieir Code were based on Nature, they would not be 
distinguishable, as far as regards inborn Grace and No- 
bleness, from the Tradesman's Daughter. Rules are nolhing: 
the bestbred according to Rules will be vulgar still in 
Thought, Word, and Deed, and the wholly igoorant of 
them may be remarkable for noble Bearing, and the most 
delicate Perception of the Fitting. 

THE FAREWBLL. 

To my Father which is in Heaven, and to my flre- 
threnupon Earth, these « Attempts » ai« now consigned in all 
Humbleness and Love ; like the Child , who has gathered 
the first Flowers of the Spring, and, led by his Mother, 
has placed them on the Altar, so have I, led by my eter- 
nal Mother^ Nature, into the beautiful, and one true, 
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Temple of the World, laid on the spiritual Altar of 
Humanity my youthful Thoughts and Feelings; they are 
but Buds, and, I trust, may be followed by better Fruit 
than they give Promise of, yet this I will say, that the 
Sap which nourished them is the elemental Sap of the 
Tree of Life and Knowledge, whose Roots are struck to 
the Centre and Heart of all Things, these are no c Hours 
of Idleness » : I have laboured with my whole Heart and 
Soul, and known no other Calling, neither have I wrought 
for Wages ; the godlike Master whom I serve admits no 
Labourers for Hire to the « good Work » , and those who 
serve him without Thinking thereof he rewards godlike , 
by the Feeling of the Godlike, rewards them as he him- 
self h rewarded! for \{ our own Hearts do not reward 
us, whence, or how, is it to come? does not the Rose's 
perfume come (romitselfp how much more then must the 
Godlike come from us!a greater far than I will come after me, 
and gather in the Harvest which I do but foretell ; I am 
but as the little Child who kneels and prays upon the 
Templesteps, 'till the Preacher comes, and the Multitude 
follows after him! the Temple is vast enough for all 
Worshippers, it was built for the one, true, catholic Reli- 
gion, the divine Religion of Love, and someday the Tribes 
and Nations of the Earth will, I trust, be gathered toge- 
ther therein, without Distinction of Creed and Sect, 
many a Cycle of Years has Spring strewed the Path of 
Mankind with her Flowers and her Blossoms, but it has 
not yet entered into 2 A:« Temple : the Day however will 
come , when , as Christ over the Palmbranches passed on 
into the Temple of Jerusalem, so shall it, thro' the Flow- 
ers and the Freshness of the young Spring, enter into 
this one, true Temple : as one Man, with one Faith and 
one Hope! afar off then, I hail the blessed Dawn, and 
lift up mine Eyes to that bright East of Promise, and on 
the Path I strew these few, poor Flowers, as Emblems and 
Pledges, 'till a worthier Hand shall bring the Garland to 
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the Altar! and now I take my Leave, but once more let 
me touch the favorite , the sweetest , String of my Lyre , 
that Lyre which boyish Enthusiasm forced into my trem- 
bling Grasp, and to which, I trusty the Hand even of 
latest Age may often recur, to keep alive the holiest 
Sympathies of the Heart, and make its most godlike Pulse 
beat strong and true tinto the last; and be not loth, Rea- 
der, to turn aside with me from the dusty Highroad of 
Life, and, wandering awhile thro'* the calm Retreats of 
the Muses, to slake thy Lips at the Gastalian Spring; for 
oh! thou too must have felt from Time to Time the divine 
Thirst amid the Fret and Fever of Life, then check it not, 
nor quench it at any meaner or impurer Source; and think 
not thy Time lost, for if thy Heart and Feelings are 
thereby made fresh and youthful, Medea's Miracle is 
wrought for thee, and a few Moments may add Years unto 
thy Life! 

(( We all have one same Father » , and must be 
All ft Brethren » then ! then let dWfeel it so ! 
For he who thinks it 'neath his Pride to know 
The poorest Beggar as his Brother, he 
God as his Father cannot love or see ! 
We all make up one Family below. 
Then each , as Member of the same , must owe 
Love unto each ! the free Man makes the free , 
The godlike the godlike, the good the good; 
And all together make the « perfect Man » / 
Then be free , good, godlike, be, as efich should , 
One with the Whole, then wilt thou be likewise 
A « perfect Man » — and more than that none can 
Become! to be so Christ came from the Skies! » 
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LIST OF MisPRirrrs in the second volume. 

The Reader is requested to correct the following Mis" 
takes before Perusal , and such others as may has^e 
escaped the Author^ s Eye, which, from the Work 
being printed abroad at Malta, are much loare nu^ 
meroue than he could wish. 



Page 108. Verse 5.fr. Bat, for wiih, read, with. 

« 128. « 13. 7'o/?.ybr Srength, rcflf/ Strength. 
« 168. « aO. Top. for it, read , is. 
c 239. • 1 8. Top, for Consciousness Worth , 

read. Consciousness of 
Worth. 
« 361. « in the Title, for Poesi, read. Poesy. 
« 302. « 3. Bot, for,UT,read,Ue. 
a 339. « 1 2; Top. for Morming, rea</,Moming. 
« 340. « 9. Top.for am, read. And. 
a IH3 Line 15. Tof^./br riduculous^ rea^/, ridi- 
culous, 
a 398 « 5. Bot. for yfetU, read, mil. 

The following Mistakes have been overlooked in 

the first Volume. 

Page 50. Verse 1 S.fr. Top. for Life, is as, read, is but 

as. 
a 99. « 9. Top. for Days yore,read, of yore. 
d 40. « 7. Top.forBdide, read. Babe. 
II 4a7. « 18, Top. after War, aFullstop. 
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